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'Hardy, bold, sndwUd, 
As best befits the mountain-child.' 
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CHAPTER I. 

BIRTH, PARENTAGE, AND FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

AS the voyager passes from the blue expanse of the 
Moray Frith into the land-locked bay of Cromarty, 
he sees on the left, crowning a swell of green upland which 
runs crescent-like along the coast, a pillar of red sand- 
stone, rising fifty feet into the air, and surmounted by a 
statue. The few white houses, embowered in garden 
foliage, which form the better part of the village of Cro- 
marty, cluster beneath ; and the sea, faced by a row of 
thatched fishermen's cottages, comes rippling, at every 
flow of the tide, to within a bow-shot of its base. The 
statue represents a grave, strong-built man, of massive 
head and thoughtful face, who seems to look out stead- 
fastly upon the waves. Statue and pillar constitute the 
monument reared by his countrymen to Hugh Miller. 

Almost at the foot of the pillar stands a humble cot- 
tage, and on the sward from which it rises is placed the 
village churchyard. In that cottage Hugh Miller was 
bom ; and during his boyhood and early youth he was 
dependent on a widowed mother, who maintained herself 
and her family by the ' sedulously plied but indifferently 
remunerated labour ' of her needle. In that churchyard 
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are several headstones chiselled by his hand when he 
earned his brcnd as a journeyman mason. 

Hugh Miller broke suddenly upon the public of 
Scotland in the prime of his years. He was already a 
man of ripe thought and confiraied intellectual habits, 
betraying none of the extravagance of opinion and spas- 
modic vehemence of language usually characteristic of 
self-traiued genius. Solidity and sobriety of judgment, 
sensitive dislike of paradox, contempt for the catch- 
words of political sciolism and free-thuikiug conceit, 
purity, vigour, and elegance of style which reminded 
critics of Goldsmith and of Addison, were the results of 
his self-education. Possessed of large stores of literary in- 
formation, an original explorer in science, with definite and 
firmly-held opinions on religious.political, and social ques- 
tions, thoroughly understanding the character of his coun- 
trymen and ardently sympathizing with its nobler elements, 
he no sooner found a mediimi for the communication of 
his ideas than he became a most influential guide of 
opinion, and continued to be so to the hour of his death. 
Adopting literature and science henccfonvard as the 
business of his life, he produced a series of unique and 
remarkable works, in which were intermingled racy and 
sagacious obser\'ations on men and mannere, ttith de- 
lineations, exquisitely fresh and vivid, of nature's facts 
and beauties. They were at once pi-onounced by 
eminent critics to belong to a high and rare order of 
literary productions ; they became popular, and have 
retained theu" popularity, with the best class of readers 
in Britain and America ; and they have been translated 
into most European languages. It will be admitted that 
they bear the impress of an original, determinate, and 
admirable mind; noble in all its ground-tones, richly 
owed in respect both of intellect and of imagination, 
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penetratetl with reverence for God and for the revelation 
which God has made of Himself in natiu^, providence, 
and Christ, full of brotherly sympathy, of candour, 
intelligence, and affection. A reputation thus founded 
is not likely to prove ephemeral ; and the name of Hugh 
Miller, we may safely presmne, will be his most enduring 
monument. How the son of a sailor's widow came to 
address and retain an audience as wide as the world of 
culture,— how the Cromarty stone-mason qualitied him- 
self for achieving a Eunipean reputation, — is a question 
fitted to interest wise curiosity, and dcservusg an explicit 
and careful reply. 

Hugh Miller, as all the world knows, was the author 
of an autobiographic work entitled, Jf/ ScftooU and 
Schoolmasters, and it may have occurred to some that 
he thus anticipated and superseded biography. But 
there are no good grounds for this opinion. Tlie book 
which has been named, recognized by all judges as one 
of the most captivating and able of the author's per- 
formances, has a place in English literature from which 
it cannot be moved ; but it is no mibstitute for the 
biography of Hugh Miller. In the first place, it deals 
with but one portion of its author's career, and that 
the portion which preceded his emergence into public 
life. In the second place, a considerable amount of 
biographic material relating to Hugh Miller, unen- 
croached upon in the Schools and Schoolmmters, is in 
existence. From early boyhood he was fond of jotting 
down particulars connected with his personal history, 
and for many years previously to his being harnessed to 
steady literary toil, he took great delight in letter- 
writing. In the third place, it will hardly be dispu 
hy any one who reflects upon the subject, that hiograj 
is necessarily a different matter from autobiography, ai i 
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that the latter is to be regarded simply as one of the 
sources from which the biographer constructs his narra- 
tive. Mr Lewes, whose Life of Goethe has a place of 
honour not only among biographies but among the select 
masterpieces of biography, may be held to have settled 
this point. He had before him Goethe's celebrated auto- 
biography, in three volumes, a work which its author 
declares to have been composed in a spirit of austere 
veracity, and yet Mr Lewes finds it characterized by 
' abiding inaccuracy of tone' Goethe, looking from the 
distance of half a century, beheld his own face through 
a medium which softened, brightened, or obliterated the 
features. Hugh Miller, Avhen he WTote the ScJiooU and 
Schoolmasters, was not so old as Goethe when he wrote 
Poetry and Truth from my Life ; nor am I prepared to 
say that the former departs from literal accuracy to the 
same extent as the latter: but in the case of Hugh 
Miller also, the impression made by an event or spec- 
tacle, as set down at the moment by the boy or lad, and 
the account of that impression given by the man of fifty, 
prove often to be two different things. * It is possible,' 
says Hugh Miller himself, ' for two histories of the same 
period and individual to be at once true to fact, and 
unlike each other in the scenes which they describe and 
the events which they record.' 

Hugh Miller was bom in the town of Cromarty on 
the 10th of October, 1802. The occurrence appears to 
have acted on the imagination of his father, as he had 
a ' singular dream ' respecting his first-bom. The mid- 
wife remarked that the conformation of the head was 
unusual, and indicated, in her sage opinion, that the 
child would turn out an idiot.* 

* Letter of Miller to Mr Isaac Forsj^th, Feb. 30, 1830. 
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Cromartj' was a more important place seventy years 
ago than it is now, but its dimensions never exceeded 
those of a considerable village. It is one of several 
miniature to^iis which stud the shores of tlie Maolbuie 
or Black Isle, a peninsular block of land, washed on the 
north by the frith of Cromarty, on the south by the frith 
of Beauly, and abutting on the German Ocean in a green 
headland, fringed with pine, knomi to mariners as the 
Southern Sutor of Cromarty. On the landward side of 
this headland nestles the little town. The Maolbuie, 
stretching westward, rises from encircling sea, occasion- 
ally in abrupt crags, generally in gradual undulation. 
Here and there, along the watercourses and in the hol- 
lows, are glimpses of green field and leafy wood, but the 
general impression is that of a huge swell of brown 
moorland, over-blown by sea-\iand3, traversed by chill 
fogs, and constituting, on the whole, one of the most 
bleak and imgenial districts m Scotland. The natives of 
Cromarty have always been a hardy, long-lived race. 
The climate, though salubrious, is severe. The town is 
exposed at all seasons to high gales from the North Sea, 
laden with mist or sleet, and even at midsummer keen 
blasts from the Atlantic make their way through the 
western liill-gorges, send the spray of the frith whistling 
through the afr, and pierce to eveiy nook and cranny of 
the shivering town. But there are fertile spots in its 
immediate neighbourhood, and in sheltered nooks the 
ehu and poplar flourish ; the air, except when darkened 
by sea-fog, is clear and bracing ; a cliain of hills, rmi- 
ning along the frith on the north, leads the eye to 
the heights of Ben Wyvis sleeping in the pearl-blue of 
distance ; there are brooks ripjiting through wooded 
dells, and caves hollowed in the rock ; and at all tuues, 
■and from almost every point of view, there is a gleam- 



ing of green or purple waters, wreathed with snowy foam. 
In favourable weather Cromarty is a pleasant plaee ; one 
who had passed in it a kindly childhood and youth 
might love it well. Nature, as seen in its vicinity, if 
not clad in Alpine grandeur, has many aspects of beauty 
and tenderness, and at least one aspect, that of ocean in 
cabn or in storm, of utmost sublimity. 

Like all towns on the eastern coast of Scotland, 
Cromarty is inhabited principally by an English-speak- 
ing race, substantially identical with that fotmd in the 
lowlands of Scotland. Hugh Miller never spoke the 
language of the Scottish Highlanders, and was apt in 
conversation to lay emphasis on the fact of his ])eiiig a 
Teuton. But there was a dash of good Celtic blood in 
hia veins. Donald Ross, called also Donald Roy, or the 
Red, the grandfather of his grandmother, was of the best 
Gaelic type, with the vivacity, courage, and religious sus- 
ceptibility of his race. The history and character of 
Donald, as portrayed in the revering narratives of his 
descendants, were among the sacred influences of H\igh 
Miller's childhood. The figiui; of liis grey-haired sire, 
standing up in the Church of Nigg, and defying the 
Presbytery, in the Name of God, to join a minister, not 
called by its people, to its stone-walls ; the ring which 
Miller's grandmother had received, at the time of her 
marriage, from Donald, as her spousal ring to her other 
hnsband, the Head of the Church ; the mysterious hints 
which would ]jass round the fireside circle in the evening, 
that this patriarch, like the men of God of old, had been 
privileged with visions of the unseen world, with whis- 
periugs out of the abysmal deeps of futurity ; — all this 
was stamped upon the child's unagination, predisposing 
hira, in the dawn of his sjTiipathies, to look with rever- 
ence on the religious character, and preparmg him to 
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become, one day, a leader among tlie e\aiigelical religion- 
ists of Scotland. 

Strong, however, as tlie influence of liis Celtic 
ancestry may have been on Hugh Miller, it was not so 
powerful as that derived from his Lowland fathers. He 
was descended on that side from a long line of sea-faring 
men, whose intrepid and adventurous spirit had led them 
from their native Cromarty, to sail, in the earliest times 
of Scottish history, with Sir Andrew Wood or the ' bold 
Bartons,' and at a later period to voyage and fight under 
Anson, or to engage in buccaneering enterprises on the 
Spanish main. For more than a hundred yeai-a before 
the birth of Hugh Miller, not one of his paternal ances- 
tors had been laid in the cburchyard of Cromarty. To 
the latest honr of his life, he clierished the profonndest 
enthusiasm for his father, the hardy and resolute seaman 
whose name he bore. He was only five years old when 
' Hugh Miller, the elder, perished at sea ; but he Had 
' already learned to love his father with an atfection 
I stronger than is common in childhood, and ' long 
after every one else had ceased to hope,' he might be 
seen on the grassy knoll behind his mother's house, 
looking wistfidly out upon the Moray frith for ' the 
I sloop with the two stripes of white and the two square 
I topsails.' 

Miller has left us, in the Schools and Schoohnasiers, 
I a powerful and vivid sketch of his father, and the linea- 
1 ments are those of a remarkable man. Very gentle, very 
brave, serenely invincible in every change of fortune, 
patient to endure individual wrong, but with a flash of 
keenest fire in him to avenge the cruelty or injustice 
which he saw practised on others, he was great without 
knowing it, and what is also perhaps an advantage, 
without its being kno^vn. Miller says finely that there 



was a ' bit of picture ' in all his recollections of his father, 
and most picturesquely has he arranged the pieces 
in the mosaic of his narrative. We see the bold seaman, 
bronzed by the southern siui, asleep in bis open boat on 
the Ganges, and murk him start on awaking as he meets 
the glare of a tiger's eye, its paws resting on the gun- 
wale. W^e behold him afloat for three days in the open 
sea on the bottom of an upturnctt boat, sharks glancing 
around him on the crests of the waves. He bears 
meekly the oppressions of a cruel ca])tain, imtil his kind- 
hearted Irish comrade is being chamed down to the deck 
beneath a tropical sun ; then, the genial wannth in his 
bosom kindling into electric flame, he faces the tyrant. 
' The captain drew a loaded pistol from his belt ; the 
sailor struck up his Iiand ; and, as the bullet whistled 
tlirough the rigging above, he grappled with him and 
disarmed him in a trice.' At the action off the Dogger 
Bank he does the work of tn-o men, and, when the action 
seems over, is utterly prostrate ; but no sooner does the 
sign of battle fly again along the line, than he springs 
to his feet, fresh as if he had awakened from morning 
simnber. Not less characteristic is the steadfastness of 
his manly ambition to realize a competence. As wave 
after wave of adversity meets him, he rises through the 
swell, his brow showing clear and proud in the light of 
victory. 

It was the deliberate conviction of Hugh Miller 
that his father was an abler man than he. To this 
opinion few will subscribe ; but the more we study 
the character of the son, the deeper will be our convic- 
tion that it is essentially the character of the father, 
developed, on the intellectual side, with more of sym- 
metry and completeness, and seen at last vmder softer 
lights. Physiologists woidd probably have something 
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to say on this point. Modern science tends to show 
that there was more id Mr Shandy's philosophy of cha- 
racter tlian Sterne's himioiir gives accoimt of, and that, 
if we can rightly estimate the effect of local circumstance 
and other influences to modify or to transmute, the 
ground-plan of a man's character may be foimd written 
in his bones. Hugh Miller's father was at the time of 
his bu-th a man of forty-four ; mature in every faculty ; of 
marked individuality and iron wdl. Ilis mother was a 
girl of eighteen, who had been brought up at her hus- 
band's knee, and had learned to revere him as a father 
l)efore she accepted him as a lover, ITiroughout life she 
displayed no special force of mind or character. The 
first chdd of such a marriage was likely to bear the in- 
delible stamp of hia father's manhood. 

Fancy delights to construct oracles from the earliest 
recollections of men who have become famous. We 
'must guard against attaching too much imiiortaucc to 
the mfantile remuiiscences of Miller. Those he mentions 
are graceful in themselves, and foi-m a singularly appro- 
late introduction to the life of a man of science. lie 

fmembercd going into the garden one day before com- 

ileting his third year, and seeing there ' a minute 
duckling covered with soft yellow hair, growing oiit of 
the sod by its feet, and beside it a plant that bore as its 
flowers a crop of little mussel shells of a deep red colour.' 
duckling,' he tells us, belonged to the vegetable 

ingdom, though he could no longer identify it ; the 
mussel-hearing plant was, he Itelieved, a scarlet-runner. 
If there is in this incident anything unusual, it is the 
cireimistance that natural phenomena of form and colour, 
simple and common, should have powerfully affected 
imagination of a child not three years old. The 

icidents first stored in memory are generally those of 
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change or excitement, — a storm, a removal, a journey, a 
visit to a puppet show or wax-work. The forms of those 
natural objects by which a child is surrounded, leaves, 
trees, flowers, fall faintly on the mental tablets ; pro- 
bably not one man in a thousand retains a more vivid 
recollection of them than of the ciulains round his cra- 
dle. During Hugh Miller's life, the obser\'ation of a 
new fact in nature afforded him a thrill of pleasure 
which never lost its freshness, and it seems probable 
that the first consciousness of this pleasure arose in the 
breast of small, toddling, large-headed Hugh, when he 
opened wide his eyes to take the bearings of the myste- 
rious duckling and the vegetable mussels. 

More definitely important, in a biographic point of 
view, are those incidents of Miller's childhood w^hich 
formed what he calls a * machinery of the supernatural/ 
About the time when the incomprehensible duckling 
grew out of the earth before his eyes, he thought that 
he beheld the apparition of his buccaneering ancestor, 
John Feddes, * in the form of a large, tall, very old man, 
attired in a light-blue great-coat,' who stood on the 
landing-place at the top of the stairs and regarded him 
with apparent complacency. He was much frightened, 
and for years dreaded a reappearance of the phantom. 

Still more circumstantial is his account of what he 
saw on that night when, far away on the North Sea, 
his father's ship went down. * There were no fore- 
bodings,' he is careful to tell us, in the Cromarty cot- 
tage. No storm agitated the air, and though the 
billows of a deep ground-swell broke heavily mider 
leaden skies, the weather occasioned no alarm. A 
hopeful letter had been received from his father, wTitten 
at Peterhead, and his mother sat ' beside the household 
fire, plying the cheerful needle.' Suddenly the door fell 
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Open and little Hugh was sent to shut it. ' Day/ he 
])rofee(ls, ' had not wholly disappeared, but it was fast 
posting on to night, and a grey haze spread a neutral 
tint of dimness over every more distant objuct, but left 
the nearer ones comparatively distinct, when I saw at 
the open door, within less than a yard of my breast, as 
plainly as ever I saw anjlhing, a dissevered hand and 
arm stretched towards me. Hand and arm were appar- 
ently those of a female : they bore a livid and sodden 
appearance ; and directly fronting me, wliere the body 
ought to ha\e been, there was only blank, transparent 
space, through which I could see the dim forms of the 
objects beyond. I was fearfully startled, and ran shriek- 
ing to my mother, telling what I had seen ; and the 
house-girl, whom she next sent to shut the door, appar- 
ently affected by my terror, also returned frightened, and 
said that she too had seen the woman's hand ; which, 
however, did not seem to be the case. And finally my 
mother, going to the door, saw nothing, though she 
appeared much impressed by the extremeness of my 
terror, and the minuteness of my description. I com- 
municate the story as it lies fixed in my memory, without 
attempting to explain it. The supposed apparition may 
have been merely a monientarj' affection of the eye, of the 
nature described by Sir Walter Scott in his Deinort' 
ologij, and Sir David Brewster in his Natural Magic. 
But if so, the affection was one of which I experienced 
no after retimi ; and its coincidence, in the case, with 

probable time of my father's death, seems at least 
ious.' 

Men who belie\e in a ghost-story seldom favour us 
with unqualified avowals of the fact. Hugh Miller seems 
to have been persuaded at fiity that the livid hand he 
at five was preternatural. The incident is thus 



invested with ioterest in a biographic point of view. 
It affords us a glimpse into the subtlest workings of 
Hugh Miller's mind. We must, therefore, consider it 
carefully. 

The appearance, to begin with, is to be classed 
among the more easily explicable phenomena of optical 
delusion. The child, from the day his mind began to 
receive impressions of any kind, had been encompassed 
with an atmosphere of superstition. In days of steam- 
ships and telegraphs, sailors and fishermen continue a 
superstitious race ; but it is only by the strongest effort 
of imagination that we can realize the extent to which 
the natiu'al and the supernatural were confounded iu 
remote fishing towns like Cromarty at the commence- 
ment of this centiu'y. Teach a child to look for ghosts, 
and he will be siu-e to see them. Hugh had learned to 
associate the idea of his father with a special manifest- 
ation of the awful and the supernatm-al. Often, while 
the embers were biu-ning low on winter evenings, and 
every imnate of the cottage listened in awe-stnick sdence, 
had he hung upon the lips of ' Jack Grant the mate,' as 
he told how his father had sailed from Peterhead beneath 
a gloomy twilight ; how a woman and child who begged 
a passage were taken on board ; how the wind rose 
and the snow-storm lashed the vessel ; how a dead-light 
gleamed out on the crosstrees ; how a' ghostly woman, 
with a cliild in her arms, flitted romid the master at the 
helm ; how, when dawn glimmered over the sea, the ship 
stniek and rolled over amid the breakers on ' the terrible 
bar of Findhom ;' and how the coq)se of the woman, 
still clasping the babe in her arms, was floated out 
through a hole in the side of the wTeck. 

Tiun now to the passage fjuoted. His father being 
away at sea, the child is sent, as the dusk thickens, to 
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F close the cottage door. The night-n\ist is creeping i;p 
[ from the sea. I have seen that mist, seen it through the 
[ eyes of childhood, on the moorland of the Maolbnie, a 
I few miles west of Cromarty ; and no one who has seen 
it can wonder that a vivid imagination should evoke 
I ipectral forms from its twilight imagery. The same 
I power of fantasy which called up the ghost of old John 
I Feddes, to stand upon the top of the stair, revealed to 
[ the eye of the boy, as he peered mto the mist on that 
I melancholy evening, a dissevered hand and ann. There 
one little circumstance which renders it matter of 
[ demonstration that his mind was preoccupied hy expect- 
j ation of the marvellous. ' Hand and arm,' he informs 
* ns, ' were apparently those of a female.' How did he 
know this? A child of five could not distinguish 
I between the ' livid and sodden ' hand and ann of a man 
f and the ' livid and sodden ' hand and ami of a woman. 
I His imagination, haunted by the woman of Jack Grant's 
I narrative, created her. 

The whole afi"air, then, resolves itself into a strong 

I mental impression of little Hugh's throwing itself out in 

(bodiless form on the mist of the night. And as was 

rthe lx»y so was the man. A sustained mtensity of 

mental vision, a creative i>ower of fantasy, characterized 

Miller to the last. Not powerful enough to overbear 

or to pen'crt the scientific instinct with which it was 

associated, it had n pervasive inSuence on his mental 

operations ; the feelmg, belief, impression on his mind, 

had for him a substantive reality ; and there was an 

antecedent probability that, if the steadiness of his 

intellectual nerve were shaken by disease, or by excess 

of mental toil, some fixed idea might obtain the mastery 

over him and hurl his reason from her throne. 

It has been said that his mother was not remai'kable 
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for mental power or for strength of character. She 
had, however, one intellectual faculty in extraordinary 
vigour, to wit, memory, and she loaded it with know- 
ledge of a peculiarly unprofitable kind. Her belief in 
fairies, witches, dreams, presentiments, ghosts, was 
unbounded, and she was restrained by no modem 
scniples from communicating either her fairy lore, or the 
faith with which she received it, to her son. Her faith in 
her legendary personages was inextricably involved with 
her belief in the angels and spirits of Scriptiue, and to 
betray scepticism as to apparitions and fairies was in her 
view to take part with the Sadducee or the infidel. 
' Such was the powerful influence,' says Mrs Miller, ' to 
which little Hugh was suljjected for the first six years 
of his life — a kind of education the force of which he 
himself could scarcely estimate. Add to everjlhing else 
that much of his mother's sewing was making gannents 
for the dead. Fancy that little low room in the winter 
evenings, its atmosphere at all times nuu-ky from the dark 
earthen floor, the small windows, the fire on the hearth 
which, though furnished with a regular chimney, allowed 
much smoke to escape before it found passage. Fancy 
little Hugh sitting on a low stool by that hearth-fire, his 
mother engaged at a large chest which serves her for a 
table on which stands a single candle. Her work is 
ilressing the shroud and the winding-sheet, the dead 
irons click incessantly, and her conversation as she passes 
to and fro to heat her irons at the fire is of the dcpai"ted, 
and of mysterious warnings and spectres. Suddenly, as 
the hour grows late, distinct raps are heard on this chest 
— the forerunners, she says, of another dissolution. 
Her tall tliui figure is dranii up in an attitude of intense 
listening for these signs from the unseen world. The 
child has been surrounded and permeated with the 
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weird atmosphere. Then a paroxysm of terror super- 
venes and he is put to bed, to that bed in the comer, in 
a recess in the wall, where he can stQl see the work pro- 
ceed, and hear the monotonous click-click of those irons, 
till his little eyes close, and the world of dreams mingles 
with that of reality. I have no doubt that the over- 
powering terror of those early times, the inability to 
distinguish between waking and sleeping visions, re- 
turned in his last days, stimulating the action of a dis- 
eased brain. The pecuharity of his mother's character 
told against him. There was plenty of affection, but no 
counter-balancing grain of sense of a kind which would 
(jualify these tremendous doses of the supernatural. He 
did not learn to read so early as most children — though, 
as he has told me, he learned his letters first when almost 
in arms, off the sign-boards above the shop-doors — so 
that, until after six, the manelloiis in its lighter and more 
harmless forms, aa in Jaek and Oie Bean-stalk, &e., did not 
mingle with its darker and stronger shadows. From his 
mother Hugh undoubtedly drew almost all the materials 
for his Scenes and Legends and Lykcwake, &c., and 
every minutest touch I have given you has been gathered 
from his lips and hers.' 

Hugh Miller's mother was evidently one who, in 
the jargon of the spirit-rapping fraternity, would be 
called a good mcdimu. Interpreted into the language 
of |>ersons who are neither knaves nor fools, this will 
mean that she was one who, having long permitted 
fantasy to be sole regent of her mind, had fallen 
into the habit of mistaking the pale shapes and 
flitting shadows of its ghostly moonlight for the sub- 
stantial forms of noon-day. Mrs Miller closes lier 
account of this suigular woman with the following 
anecdote. ' She told me that, on the night of Hugh's 



death, 8U8pecting no evil and anticipating no bad tidings, 
about midniglit she saw a wonderfully bright light like 
a ball of electric fire flit about tlie room, and linger first 
on one object of furniture and then on another. She 
sat up in bed to watch its progress. At last it alighted, 
when, just as she wondered, with her eyes fixed on it, 
what it might portend, it was suddenly quenched, — did 
not die out, but, as it were, extinguished itself in a mo- 
ment, leaving utter blackness behind, and on her frame 
the thrilling effect of a sudden and awful calamity.* The 
power of distinguishing between visions seen when the 
eyes were shut, and actual phenomena seen when the 
eyes were open, had manifestly been impaired in this 
woman ; and we cannot believe that the influence of so 
superstitious a mother upon Hugh Miller was not 
powerful, merely because lie has refrained from saying 
much about her in the Schools and Schoolmasters. Had 
he completely emancipated hunself from that influence, 
we might have had a full statement of its nntiu'e and 
extent; but, though he evidently believed some of the 
ghostly sights of bis childhood to have been preter- 
natural, he would instinctively shrink from the con- 
fession that his notions of the night-side of nature, 
and of the boundary line between the visiljle and the 
invisible world, were to the last modified by ^ihat he had 
learned at his mother's knee. It ia fair to her to a*ld 
that her power of enchaining the attention of listeners, 
while she told her tales, was quite extraortUnary, and 
that her son assuredly owed to her, in part at least, his 
genius for narrative. 
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DAME SCHOOL — CJICLES JAMES AKD 8AXDT — BECINSINGS OF 
LITERATURE AKD SCIENCE. 



THE brave, kind father, then, is dead, and the boy, 
gaze he ne\'cr bo long across the waves, will not again 
clap his hands, and run to tell his mother that the sloop 
is in the offing. The girlish widow, with her eon of five 
and her two daughters just emerging from infancy, must 
face the world alone. Of fixed yearly income she has 
about twelve pounds, but slie is skilled as a seamstress, 
and applies herself industriously to her needle. By way 
of substitute for a father's authority over her children and 
for a husband's counsels to herself, she has tlie vigilant 
superintending friendliness of her two brothers, known to 
readers of the Schools and Schoolmasters as Uncle James 
and Undo Sandy. These occupied a single dwelling, 
into which they took one of the little girls, and in which 
Hugh lived as much as at home. He could hardly have 
been more happy in fireside guides and instructors. 
James, the elder, was a saddler ; Alexander, a carpenter. 
In any rank of society they would have been exceptional 
men. Thoughtful, sagacious, modest, independent ; ar- 
dent in their love of knowledge and with no inconsider- 
able stock of information ; reverent towards God ; mind- 
ftd of duty ; they were such as the best Scottish peasant* 
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and meclianica of the olden time used to be. ' T never 
knew a man,' says Miller, ' more rigidly just in his deal- 
ings than Uncle James, or who regarded every speries of 
meanness with a more thorough contempt.' MTiat a 
grand contribution to the education of Hugh Miller was 
made by Uncle James in leaving that impression on 
his memoiy and his heart ! When Miller first heard Dr 
M'Crie preach, he wrote to his Uncle James, ' In age 
and figure I know not where to poijit out any one who 
more resembles him than yourself,' Collating this with 
his description of the military bearing and combined 
modesty and dignity of demeanour of Dr M'Crie, we are 
led to form a favourable idea of Uncle James's outer man. 
Uncle Sandy had been in the navy, had fought in many 
engagements in tlie great French war, and had settled 
down in his native place to a life of happy iudustiy, dig- 
ging his saH7er's pit in summer in some protected nook 
of the green wood, and finding entertainment at eventide 
in the wonders of the field or the shore. He fought 
his battles over again and yet again for the l)enefit 
of little Hugh ; but it was from others, not from himself, 
that the boy heard of his personal exploits ; and his 
estimate of military splendours was not extravagant. 
' Prophecy, I find,' he said, ' gives to all our glories but a 
single verse, and it is a verse of judgment,' In after life 
Miller thought of writing a life of Alexander Wright. 

Such were Hugh Miller's instructors from the end of 
his tifth year, instnictors to whom, as he justly testi- 
fies, he owed more than to any of the teachers whose 
schools he aftem-ards attended. The tales with which 
they charmed him called intellect and imaguiation 
into genial and hcaltliful exercise. ' I remember,' he 
says, in an account of his early years, composed for 
I Principal Baird when he was twenty-seven, and largely 



drawn upon in the Schools and Schoolmasters, ' I remem- 
ber that, from my fourth to my sixth year, I derived 
much pleasure from oral narrative, and that my imagin- 
ation, even at this early period, had acquired strength 
enough to present me with vividly-colonred pictures of all 
the scenes described to me, and of all the incidents related.' 
His eye had not yet opened on the world of Iiooks. 

Hugh had been sent to a dame's school before his 
father's death, and in the coiu^e of his sixth year, after 
much labour and small apparent profit, he made the dis- 
covery that ' the art of reading ia the art of finthng stories 
in books.' Did ever child in Eastern romance light on 
so wonderful a talisman ! The gates flew open and the 
gardens of knowledge stretched before him, the trees 
drooping with golden fruit, the earth radiant with 
flowers. Hugh Miller had made what he calls the 
grand acquirement of his life: he could hold converse 
with books. 

Now at last, like all children of talent, he revelled in 
the traditionary literatiu-e of the nm-sery. Jack the Giant 
Killer, Slue Beard, Aladdin and tlie Wonderful Lamp. 
Two other books gave him equal or greater delight, the 
Pilgrim's Progress and Pope's Homer. ' I saw,' says 
Miller, 'even at this immature period, that no writer 
could cast a javelin with half the force of Homer.' Pope's 
transmutations of the Iliad and Odysseghave often t>ccn 
favourite reading with chQdren. One of the choice 
sports of Anjold's early boyhood was to act the battles of 
the Homeric heroes, and recite then- several speeches, 
according to Pope. 

Hugh was now promoted from the dame's school to 
the parish school, and ijitroduced into the society of one 
hundred and twenty boys. These, with a class of girls, 
bringing the whole number up to one himdred and fift 



were under the superintendence of a single master, and 
when it is added that the competence of that master's 
acquirements and the excellence of his character were 
qiialiticd by sluggishness and associated with no force, 
fineness, or sympathetic richness of mind, it will be evi- 
dent that little deserving the name of education could be 
had in the place. A boy of six, however strong his in- 
tellectual bent, requires a certain amount of well-applied 
compulsion to induce him to prefer his lessons to his play. 
Hugh, left to do as he chose, preferred the latter ; but if, 
in his lessons, be was ' an egregious trifler,' he was intel- 
lectual enough in his sports. In addition to the nursery 
treasures already mentioned, the narratives of Cook, 
Anson, and Woods ilogers afforded him inexhaustible de- 
light, and inflamed him with a passionate desire to be a 
Bailor. He B])ent much of his time sauntering about the 
harbour, or peering and prjnng aboard the ships. One of 
his amusements was to trace on the maps of an old geogra- 
phical grammar the path of vessels to and from the coun- 
tries visited by his father or by Uncle Sandy. He began 
to compose before he could write. ' I was in the habit,' 
he says, in the account of his life previously referred to, 
'of quitting my school companions for the sea-shore, 
where I would saunter for whole hoais, pom-ing out long 
blank verse effusions (rhyme was a discovery of after date) 
about sea-fights, storms, ghosts, and desert islands. 
These eft'usions were no sooner brought to a close than 
forgotten ; and no one knew anything of them but my- 
self; for I had not yet attained the art of writing, and I 
coidd compose only when alone.' That passion for lin- 
guistic expression, — that rapture in fitting thought and 
emotion to words, — by which nature seems to point out 
the bom literaiy man, was already characteristic of 
"'ler. 
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Following this childj whose very amusements are 
intellectual, into the school-room, we perceive that lie is 
in a fair way to eani the reputation of dunce. Accus- 
tomed to learn by the eye, — to stray do%vu vistas of 
picture constructed for him by his imagination from the 
materials of his favourite hoolts, — he takes no interest in 
the mechanical operations of memory. The Latin Rudi- 
ments in particular prove incapable of imaginative illu- 
mination. The sluggard schoolmaster never tells bira 
that, if he be but brave enough to grope for a time as 
through a dnxk passage, the classic wonderland will open 
on his sight. An intelligent and spirited boy, to work 
heartily at his tasks, must know what he is about, and 
have some conception of the guerdon which is to reward 
his toil. It never occurs to this schoolmaster that ?ie 
may be the dunce, stolidly iuapprehensive of the re- 
quirements of the case, and of the natm^ of his duty 
towards his peculiar pupil. He takes the more obvious, 
comfortable and human-natural course of deciding that 
Hugh's imcles have overrated his abilities, and tliat he 
is a mere ordinary dullard. 

Miller's trifling proved mfectious. He had one day, 
on some impulse of the moment, taken to relating, to the 
boy who sat next huu, the adventures of Sii- William 
Wallace. A group of fascinated listeners soon hung 
romid the interesting dunce. To narratives from Blind 
Harry succeeded tales from Cook and Anson ; and when 
these were exhausted, imagination was called upon to 
supply the article in request. The miprovising practice 
he had enjoyed in his solitary walks now stood him in 
good stead, and he regaled his auditors with 

boyish histories, 
Of battle, bold adventare, dnnReoB, wreck, 
Flights, terrors, audden rcacaes. 
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' In a short time ' — these are his own words — ' my nami- 
tives had charmed the very shadow of discipline out of 
the class.' In his English reading lessons he appeared 
to some axlvantage, the master contriving to make out 
that he could distinguish between good and bad in style ; 
but on the whole he looked upon school attendance as a 
mere curtailment of his freedom, made no progress what- 
ever in spelling or parsing, and in Latin failed utterly. 

In some resiiects, — always excepting those for 
which it wa-s specially intended, — the school waa not 
amiss. In the company of one hundred and fifty boys 
and girls, there is likely to be not a little that will con- 
tribute to mental and physical development. From the 
windows eould be seen at all hours ships and boats, 
entering or leaving the harboiu' ; at certain seasons the 
turf before the door glittered with myriads of herrings, 
the air became alive with bustle of ciuTiig operations ; a 
pig-slaughtering establishment was at hand, where Hugh, 
turning characteristically from the slaying processes, 
could look inquiringly into the mysteries of porcine 
anatomy ; and there was a chance at any moment of 
taking part in a glorious expedition sent forth to exact, 
arte vd Marie, the tribute of peats which the boatmen of 
Ross, as they arrived with their cargoes, were bound to 
pay to the school. An animal cock-fight was celebrated 
by the boys and their teacher, but in this he took no 
more interest than in the killing of the pigs ; the tender- 
ness he had derived from his father forbade him. 

In his tenth year, the spell cast over his imagination 
by the narratives of the sea-captains had been broken. 
He had read The Adventures of Sir William Wallace, by 
the Scottish Homer of the fifteenth centurj-, of whom we 
know only that his name was Harry, that he was blind, 
that he earned his bread by repeating his poetry in the 
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laird's hall and by the fanner's ingle, and that he pro- 
fessed to base his narrative on a history of Wallace, writ- 
ten in Latin by his chaplain, named Blair. The poem la 
Homerically crowded with incident, and its hero-worship 
of Wallace is as fer\'ent as Homer's of Odysseus. 
There is no trace of that sentimental delicacy which 
glows in the chivalrous romances of the nineteenth 
centvuy ; no cosmopolitan sympathy ; not the faint- 
est surmise that anything can be said on the other 
side of the question. National bards are ruthless par- 

' tisans from ' the Ionian father of the rest', downwards. 

•Homer does not apologize for Ulysses when he lays waste 
the town of the harmless Cyconians, and distribiites their 
goods, wives, and children among his followers. Homer 
has not one tear of pity for the tortured Melanthius, 
tortured for no fault but his coiu-age ; or for the female 
slaves, cnielly murdered for not having been incon- 
ceivably faithfid to their master and mistress ; and it 
never occurs to him as possible that any one can think 
the slaughter of the suitors themselves, for the sole fault 
of continuing to pay their addresses to a woman who 
would not frankly say No, and whose husband, thoy 
reasonably trusted, was at the bottom of the sea, rather 
startling in its sternness. Compare the retm-n of Odys- 
seus with the return of Enoch Arden, who, by Homeric 
law, ought to have cut down his Annie with one blow, 
and Iier Philip Ray with another, and you will perceive 
the difference, in what may be called emotional atmo- 
gphere, between the time of Tennyson and those periods 
of national life in which poems like Homer's Odyssvy 
and Blind Harry's Wallace come into existence. In gen- 
eral poetical capacity the Scottish minstrel is incom- 
parably inferior to Homer ; but it was owing doubtless to 
the entireiiess and intensity of his patriotic devotion to 
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Scotland and to Wallace, that his book ivas for centuries 
' the Bible of the Scottish people,' and that it profoimdly 
affected the boyish imaguiations of Robert Burns, of 
Walter Scott, and of Hugh Miller. The fiery patriotism 
of this book inspu-ed those national songa of Bums, and 
those magical tones occurring at intervals in all his 
poems, which wiU thrill readers to their inmost hearts 
80 long as love of country endures. Its effect on Hugh 
Miller was to make him a Scottish patriot to the finger- 
tips. Affection for his country was from that time a 
ruling passion in his breast, and his ideal of a great man 
was a great Scotchman. 

No wise critic will dispute that this was an im- 
portant and an auspicious advance in the development of 
the boy. It appears to be a law of the feelings that, to 
be sound, strong, and healthful, they must proceed from 
the particular to the general, philanthropy rooting itself 
in household kindness, cosmopolitan interest in the hu- 
man race growing out of undistinguishing ardour of 
affection for one's coimtrymen. He who, as a boy, is in- 
different to his own country, will as a man be indifferent 
to all countries. Hugh Miller, we need not doubt, owed 
much of that horae-bred vigour, that genial strength, racy 
picturesqueness and idiomatic pith, which characterize 
his writings, to the e".rly influence of Blind Hany. 

Meanwhile he has been learning to read in a book 
whose lessons he could not outgrow, and whose illumin- 
ated lettering, of gem and flower and shell, has a charm 
for eye and heart which had been absent from the 
Latin Rudiments. Upon the sands at ebb-tide, when 
the slant sunlight strikes ruddy from the west, the boy 
may be seen trotting by the side of Uncle Sandy, hunt- 
ing for lump-fish in the weeded pools, hanging in 
ecstasy over the sea-mosse3, that glance through the lucid 
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wave with more delicate splendour of rubied flush and 
scarlet gleam, of golden tress and silken fringe, of ten- 
der pearl and beaming silver, than graced the jewelled 
princesses of his fairy books, and drinking in with eager 
attention every word uttered by his guide. We can 
picture him a kilted urchin, probably bare-footed, with 
bright auburn hair, glowing blue eyes, cheek touched 
with the crimson of health, the face marked by quiet 
thoughtfulness and incipient power. His uncles were 
doubtless perplexed with their nephew; but, on the 
whole, despite the head-shaking of the schoolmaster and 
Hugh's manifest lack of interest in the Rudiments, they 
could not believe that the boy who, since the dawn of 
his fSacnlties, had been a good listener, a voracious reader, 
a quick and intelligent observer, was the dunce his peda- 
gogue pronounced him. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE DOCXXXr CAVE. 



HE was twelve years old when the notable adventure 
of the Doocot Cave afforded him the subject of his 
first verses. The incident, slight in itself, happens to pos- 
sess extraordinary interest in a biographical point of view. 
* Man in immediate presence/ says Goethe, * still more 
in remembrance, fashions and models the external world 
according to his own peculiarities/ An event which im- 
presses the mind strongly in boyhood becomes entwined, 
as we proceed in our life-journey, with innumerable as- 
sociations, and when at successive stages in our path we 
attempt to recall its precise circumstances, we fail to place 
them in their original bareness before the mind's eye. 
Suppose, then, that in endeavouring to know a man, to 
realize what, in the stages of his growth, he was and 
what he could do, we met with successive accounts from 
his pen of one and the same incident ; would we not 
feel that a curiously instructive opportunity was afforded 
us of taking the observations necessary for our purpose ? 
How glad would the biographer of a great painter be to 
light upon a series of pictures from his hand, the subject 
the same in all, but the occasions when they were painted 
falling at different dates in his history, from the morning 
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of life until its afternoon ! It is this advantage ive possess 
in connection with Hugh Miller's boyish adventure in 
the Doocot Cave. There exist at least four accounts of 
the incident drawn up by himself, — four successive pauit- 
ings of the same scene by the boy, the stripling, the man 
of twenty-seven, and the man of fifty. 

The first is that referred to in the Schools and School- 
masters, as executed in ' enonnously bad verse,' a day or 
two after the occurrence. The copy before me is the 
identical one which excited the admiring wonder of Miss 
Bond, mi.stress of the Cromarty Boarding School. At- 
tached to it is that pictorial representation of the scene 
which Miller describes as consisting of ' horrid crags of 
biu-nt umber, perforated by yawning caverns of India- 
ink, and crested by a dense forest of sap green.' You 
can see what is intended ; the sea is below the cavern, 
and the sward and wood are above ; but the whole is 
not superior to the ordinary daubing of child-artista. 
The vei-ses exhibit internal evidence of having been 
written within a day or two of the event they record. 
The agony of distress and terror experienced by the boy 
of twelve when he and his companion — a lad still 
younger — found themselves, as night came on, with the 
sea before, impassable rocks on either hand, and a daj'k 
cavern behind, — this, and their contrasted rapture when 

I the boats hailed them at midnight, supersede all reflec- 
tion on the beauties of the landscape or the wouders 
of the cave. The grammar and spelling are about as 
ind as possible. Here are the first two lines ; — 



■ When I to you nnfoHs my aimple tale, 
And paiotB the horronra of a rocky vail.' 



He forgets to say what will happen when the 
I jilace, and strikes presently into 



dreadful ^^^^H 
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tion of the cave. We need not retain the childish mis- 
spelling : — 

' There stands a cavern on the sea-beat shore, 
Which stood for ages since the days of yore, 
Whose open mouth stands forth awfally wide, ' 
And oil takes in the roaring, swelling tide. 
Out through the cavern water oozes fast. 
Which ends in nothing but white stones at last. 
Two boys, the author one, away did stray. 
Being on a beauteous and a sunshine day.' 

The contemptuous ' nothing but white stones ' hardly 
betrays the future geologist, and the naivete of * the 
author one ' is charming. The three last stanzas relate, 
in very flat prose fitted with rhyme, that the boys went 
to the cavem * for some stones/ found that the water 
had filled in round them, tried to get out but could not, 
were doubly pained when *the night came on, dovni 
poured the heavy rain," and 'ran so very fast* to the 
boats when they came to rescue them. Nothing here 
but the sternest historical realism. Fancy has not 
gilded the clouds, nor enthusiasm softened the colours ; 
the fact stands simply out as an experience of un- 
romantic misery. 

For several years this version seems to have con- 
tented Hugh, the revision it underwent extending only 
to verbal alterations. The lad of nineteen, however, 
discards the whole, and produces a more polished and 
melodious ditty. The Mend who shared the ad- 
ventiu-e is dismissed, and the interest centres in the 
* author,' or, as he is now more poetically styled, ' the 
Muses' yoimgest child,' or, with a touch of remorseftd 
pathos, *the Muses' rude, untoward child.' He has 
learned to sketch in Scott's lighter manner, and there is 
something of gracefulness and vivacity in his handling : 



SECOND EDITION. 31 

< Well may fond memoiy love to trace 

Tho semblance of tliat lonely place, 
Much may she joy to picture fair 
Each cliff that frowns in darknosB there ; 
For when alone io youth I stray'd 
To haunted cave or forest glade, 
Each rook, each lonely dell, 1 knew, 
Where flow'reta blooni'd or bcrriea grew ; 
Knew where, to alielf of whiten 'd rock, 
At eve the sable oormoraiils fl.)ck ; 

Could point the little arm to where 

Deep tlie wild fox had dug hia lair ; 

Had marb'd with curious eye tlie cell 

Where the rock-pigeon loved to dwell ; 

Had watch'd the seal with silent ken. 

And, venturous, storm'd tlie badger's den.' 

In the following lines there seems to be an echo from 
Byron's tales. 

■ on hail our poet wish'd to brave 
The giddy height and foaming wave, 
Tliat wildly dosh'd and darkly frown'd 
Tho Doocot'a yawning caves around. 
For many a tale of wondrous kind 
With wild impatience fired his mind ; 
Tales of dork caves where never ray 
Of summer's sun was seen to play; 
Tales of a spring whose ceaseless wave 
Nor gurgliug sound nor murmur gave, 
But tike that queen who, in her pride, 
Latona'a rnthleBs twins defied. 
To meltless marble, as it flowa 
Through stiffening moss and licheni^ grows. 
Before he deem tliese marveia true 
The caves must meet his curious view.' 

Considerable progress here from the ' water oozing 

it ' and ' nothing bnt white stones ' of the first edition. 

,n that performance the arrival of the boat had been 

emphatically chronicled, 'the author' dwelling with 

mtuiifeat satisfaction on the event. It would not, how- 

have been poetical enough for ' the Muses' 

tUDgest child' to be taken off at midnight by mere I 
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terrestrial fishermen. In the new edition, accordingly, 
he romaius until ' Aurora ' makes her appearance, — 

' &ad olear &nd caim the billow roU'd, 
With shade of green and crest of gold.' 

The second of these lines is finely coloured, 

A moral now coronat opus in the tone of Scott's in- 
troductions to his cantos. It turns on 'art and guile,' 
' vice attired in beauty's smile,' and other matters which 
the reader may imagine. 

In the vigour of early manhood. Miller described 
the adventure of the cave in his letter to Principal Baird. 
He Avrites in prose, having estimated his talents with 
the coolest judgment, and decided that, for the present, 
he will quit poetry. The picture has liecome full in de- 
tail and glowing in tint. ' The cave proved a mine of 
wonders. We found it of great depth, and when at its 
farthest extremity, the sea and opposite land appeared 
to us as they would if viewed through the tube of a 
telescope. We discovered that its sides and roof were 
crusted over with a white stone resembling marble, and 
that it contained a petrifying spring. The pigeons 
which we distm-bed were whizzing by us through the 
gloom, reminduig us of the hags of our story books, 
when on their night voyage through the air. A shoal of 
porpoises were tempesting the water in their unwieldy 
gambols, scarcely an hundred yards from the cavern's 
mouth, and a flock of sea-gulls wfirc screaming around 
them, like harpies round the viands of the Trojan. To 
add to the interest of the place, we had learned from 
tradition that, in ike long syne, this cave had furnished 
Wallace with a hiding-place, and that more recently it 
had been haunted by smugglers. In the midst of our 
engagements, however, the evening began to darken ; and 
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we discovered that our very fine cave was neither more 
■nor less than a prison. We attemptett climhing round, 
but in vaui ; for the shelf from whence we had leaped 
was unattainable, and there was no other path. " What 
will my mother think?" said the poor litHc fellow 
whom I had brought into this predicament, as he burst 
into tears, "I would care nothing for myself — hut 
my mother." The appeal was powerful, and, had he 
Dot cried, I probably would ; but the sight of his tears 
roused my pride, and, with a feeling which Roche- 
foucault would have at once recognized as springing 
from the master principle, I attempted to comfort him j 
and for the time completely forgot my own sorrow in 
exulting, with all due sjmpathy, over his. Night came 
on both dark and rainy, and we lay down together in a 
comer of the cave. A few weeks prior, the corpse of a 
fisherman, who had been drowned early in the preceding 
winter, had been found on the beach below. It was 
much gashed by the shai-p rocks, and the head was 
beaten to pieces. I had seen it at the time it was 
carried through the streets of Cromarty to the church, 
where in this part of the country the bodies of drowned 
persons are commonly put until the coffin and grave be 
prepared ; and all this night long, sleeping or waking, 
the Ullage of this corpse was continually before me. As 
often as I slumbered, a mangled headless thing would 
come stalking into the cave and attempt striking me, 
when I would awaken with a start, clijig to my com- 
panion, and hide my face in his breast. About one 
o'clock in the morning we were relieved by two boats, 
which our friends, who had spent the early part of the 
night in searching for us in the woods above, had fitted 
out to try along the shore for our bodies ; they having 
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at length concluded that we had fallen over the cliffs. 



and were killed.' 



when 1 



i turned c 
1 occurrence as it appears in t 



Liist of ail, written % 
have the narrative 

Sdiools and Schoolmasters. The passage, too long to 
quote in its completenesa, is one of the most rich and 
elaborate in the works of Hugh Miller. The ' nothing 
but white stones ' of the first description, and the ' melt- 
lesa niarble ' of the second, have become the blended 
poetry and science of the foUowing sentences. ' There 
were little pools at the side of the cave, where we could 
see the work of congelation going on, as at the com- 
mencement of an October frost, when the cold north 
wind ruffles, and but barely ruffles, the surface of some 
moimtain lochan or sluggish mountain stream, and 
shows the newly-foniied needles of ice projecting mole- 
like from the shores into the water. So rapid was the 
course of deposition, that there were cases in which the 
sides of the hollows seemed growing almost in proportion 
as the water rose in them ; the springs, lipping over, 
deposited their minute cr}*stals on the edges ; and the 
reservoirs deepened and became more capaeioiis as their 
mounds were built up by this curious masonry.' The 
idea of the telescope, which occurs first in the third 
description, is finely worked out in tlie fourth. ' The 
long telescoj)ic prospect of the sparkling sea, aa viewed 
from the inner extremity of the cavern, while all around 
was dark as midnight, — the sudden gleam of the sea- 
gull, seen for a moment fi-om the rece.is, as it flitted past 
in the sunshine, — the black heaving bidk of the grampus, 
as it threw up its slender jets of spray, and then, tiimuig 
downwards, displayed its glossy back and vast angidar 
fin, — even the pigeons, as they shot whizzing by, one 
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moment scarce visible in the gloom, the next radiant in 
the light, — all accjuired a new interest, from the pecu- 
liarity of the setting in which we saw them. They 
fonned a series of sungilt vignettes, framed in jet ; and 
it was long ere we tired of seeing and aihnirnig in them 
much of the strange and the beautiful.' 

The scenery of the heavens is hardly referred to 
in the tiret sketch. The fact of a rain-storm having 
aggravated the horrors of the situation is mentioned, 
but the boy thinks of nothijig except the additional 
pain it occasioned. Wlien Hugh Miller had watched 
the sunsets of forty other summers, he ' put in the 
sky' of his picture thus : — ' The sun had sunk behind 
the precipices, and all was gloom along their bases, and 
double gloom in their caves ; but their rugged brows 
still caught the red glare of evening. The flush rose 
higher and higher, chased by the shadows ; and then, 
after lingering for a moment on their crests of honey- 
suckle and juniper, passed away, and the whole liecame 
sombre and ^ey. The sea-gull sprang upward from 
where he had floated on the ripple, anti liied him slowly 
away to his lodge in his deep-sea stack ; the dusky cor- 
morant flitted past, with heavier and more fi'equent' 
stroke, to his whitened shelf high on the precipice ; the 
pigeons came whizzing downwards from the uplands and 
the opposite land, and disappeared amid the gloom of 
tteir caves ; every creature that had wings made use of 
them in speeding homewanls ; but neither my companion 
nor myself had any ; and there was no possibility of 
getting home without thcin. . . . For the last few hours 
mountainous piles of clouds had been rising dark and 
Btormy in the sea-mouth : they had flared portentously J 
in the setting sun, and had worn, with the decline i 
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evening, almost every meteoric tint of anger, from fiery 
red to a sombre thmidrous brown, and from sombre 
brown to doleful black/ 

All these things were seen by Hugh Miller as he 
stood on the threshold of the cave, or looked out from 
within through its rock-hewn telescope ; but it was not 
the Hugh Miller of twelve years who saw them ; it was 
the Hugh Miller of fifty who was transported by imagin- 
ation to stand again in the entrance of the cave, or 
gaze again from its interior, and to see * what the eye 
brought with it the means of seeing.' It was as if 
Turner at fifty had taken it into his head to paint the 
first sunset on which he had looked with boyish delight, 
and in so doing had thrown upon the canvas the science 
and subtlety of a life spent in the observation of nature. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

FIRST GLIMPSE OF THE SUTHERLAND HIGHLANDS — EXPERI- 
MENTS IN SELF-AMUSEMENT — THE REBELLIOUS SCHOOLBOY. ' 

SOON after the occurrence which has detained us so 
long, the boy proceeded on a visit to certain relatives 
in the Highlands of Sutherland, a visit which was re- 
peated in two successive autumns. His faculties were 
thus exercised by new scenes and new acquaintances ; he 
listened to discussions on the poems of Ossian, and 
began secretly to think it probable that the famed Celtic 
bard belonged to the ancient clan MacPherson ; he 
added to the picture gallery of his imagination a few 
fresh subjects, — long, low valleys in tender blue, en- 
livened by green wooded knolls and delicately draped 
with wreaths of morning mist, — reaches of quiet lake 
with grey ruins nodding on slim promontories, — ^water- 
falls glancing by the silvery boles of birch-trees, and 
sending up a steamy spray to fall gemlike on their 
drooping foliage; and he laid the foundation of that 
thorough comprehension of the character of the High- 
landers, and of the condition of the Highlands, which 
made him in after life one of the best authorities on all 
Highland questions. 

Whether in Sutherland or at home, his mind was 
constantly active, constantly growing. His school-fellows 



wondered and derided as tliey beheld him launching on 
the horse-pond a succession of mysterious vessels con- 
stnicted from the descriptions of Anson, Cook, and 
other voyagers. In the Schools and Schoolmasters we 
hear of one of these, a proa, similar to those used by 
the Ladrone islanders, but this was no more than a 
single specmien of his ship-carpentering. ' I used,' he 
wrote to Baird, 'to keep in exercise the risihle facul- 
ties of all the mimic navigators of the pond, with slim, 
fish-like boats of hark, like those of the North American 
Indians, awkward liigh-pooped galleys, like those I had 
seen in an old edition of Drjden's Virgil, two-keeled 
vessels, like the double canoes of Otaheite, and wall- 
eided half vessels, like the proas of the Ladrone islands. 
Nor could I,' he proceeds, ' derive, like my com- 
panions, any pleasure from the merely mechanical opera- 
tion of plain sailing. I had a storj' connected with every 
voyage, and every day had its history of expeditious of 
discovery, and ca.ses of mutiny and shipwreck.' Navi- 
gation gave place to chemistry, but his experiments were 
'woefully unfortunate.' Then he tried painting, but as 
the art seems to have required boiling of oil, and as 
he boiled it so eflectually that the flame found its way 
out at the chmmey-top, and a ' sublime flre-sceue,' 
threatening to become more sublime than agreeable, 
was the result, the bnish was thrown aside. The found- 
ing of leaden unages was next attximpfed, but one of the 
busts being waggishly like a neighbour, and troubles 
arising iu conseciuence, this also was abandoned. ' My 
ingenuity gained me such a reprimand that I flung my 
casts into the fire.' He now took a turn at ' mosaic 
work,' and this was followed by attempts to fashion 
watch-seals. 'When I had worn the points of my 
fingers with cutting and polishing until the blood ap- 
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peared, I forsook the grind-stone.' He fell in with a 
took on nntuml magic, palmistry, and astrology, and for 
a time went wool-gathering upon that particular range 
of the mountains of vanity. He became a sufficient 
adept in pahnistry to make out, from a penisal of the 
mystic characters inscribed on the palm of his left hand, 
that his life was to be strange and eventful, that he was 
to become a revolutionary leader, and that he was to 
die. like Wallace, on the scaffold. Verse-writing, prose- 
writing, and ' a third sort of composition wliich imitated 
the style of Macphersoii's Osstan' were engaged in, 
probably with titfulness, but with passionate enjoyment. 
His principal amusement at this period, howe\'er, was 
one of which he has singularly enough omitted mention in 
the Schools and Schoolmasters. He drew the map of a 
country in the sand; and, havuig collected quantities of 
variousiy-colom^d shells fi-om the liench, arranged them so 
as to represent its inhabitants. Appointing himself king 
of the rainiatui-e community, he designed its towns, roads, 
canals, harboiu^, and other public works. He ruled his 
dominions by every different form of government with 
which he was ncqiiainted, and attacked or defended 
thera by every stratagem of war with which books or 
J his uncles had made him familiar. 

In his foiuleenth year all other amusements yielded 

[ to that of heading a band of his school-fellows, with 

[ whom, in the harvest vacation, he spent every day, from 

' dawn to sunset, in or about a deep cavern, penetrating one 

of the steepest precii)ices which skirt the southern base 

of the hill of Cromarty. One of the brotherhood brought 

a pot, another a pitcher ; the shore supplied shell-fish, 

I the wood fuel, the fields potatoes, pease, and beans ; and 

i BO they went a-gipsying the long summer day. 

' The time not employed in cooking,' says Miller in 
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his letter to Principal Baird, * or in procuring victuals, 
we spent in acting little dramatic pieces, of which I 
sketched out the several plans, lea\dng the dialogue to 
be supplied by the actors. Robbers, buccaneers, out- 
laws of every description, were the heroes of these 
dramas. They frequently, despite of my arrangements 
to the contrary, terminated in skirmishes of a rather 
tragic cast, in which, with oiu* spears of elder and 
swords .of hazel, we exchanged pretty severe blows. We 
were sometnnes engaged, too, in conflicts with other 
boys, in which, as became a leader, I distinguished 
myself by a cool yet desperate coiunge. Nor w^as I 
entitled to the rank I held from onlv the abilities which 
I displayed in framing plays and in fight^ing. I swam, 
climbed, leaped, and wrestled better than any other lad 
of my years and inches in the place.' 

With schooling, in the mean time, it fared as ill as 
possible. Hugh had made up his mind not to learn, 
and he could neither be coaxed nor beaten out of his 
determination. Sooth to sav, he had become a self- 
willed, turbulent lad, and the haziness of conception on 
the subject of menm and titum, indicated by potato-pilfer- 
ing and orchard-robbing, was not the darkest shade 
which we have to bring into hannony at this period, as 
we best may, with the idyllic brightness of his boyhood. 
In the letter to Principal Baird and elsewhere, he 
mentions a fiict or two which he omits from the Schools 
and Schoolmasters y but which cannot be withheld con- 
sistently with biographic veracity. 

Setting his schoolmaster, his imcles, and his mother 
at defiance, he played truant three weeks out of four, 
and cast off* every trammel of authority. Distressed and 
alarmed, his relatives tried force. The stubborn will and 
intrepid spirit which he had inherited from his father 
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were ixrnsed to fiercer opposition. He carried about with 
hira a lung clasp-knife, with which to repel any attack 
that might be made upon him by his uncles. They next 
had recotu'se to expostulation. They represented to 
him, with affectionate earnestness, that lie was losirtg 
his sole chance of escaping a life of manual labour, and 
urged that the possession of faculties whose right use 
would enable him to rise in life, made it the more 
disgraceful in him to sink actually below his fathe]-'s 
station, The arguments were unanswerable, and Hugh 
seems to have made no attempt to answer them ; but 
he held his own course. His mother, profoundly afilicted 
by the seeming disappointment of her hopes, gave 
him up altogether, and bestowed her affection on his 
two sisters. In the winter of 181G, both the little 
girls died. Hugh loved them, and was deeply af- 
fected when the music of their voices, which had 
cheered the cottage so long, passed suddenly away for 
ever. But keener far was the pang which struck to 
his heart when he overheard his mother remarking how 
different would her condition have been, had it pleased 
Heaven to take her son and leave one of her daughters. 
'It was hitter for me,' he says, 'to think, and yet I 
could not think otherwise, that she had cause of sorrow, 
both for those whom she had lost, and for hira who 
sun'ived ; and I would willingly have laid down my 
life, could the sacrifice have restored to her one of my 
sisters.' A noble hnpulse and sincere, but an impulse 
merely ; in a few weeks he was again at the head of his 
band. ' A particular way of thinking,' he remarks, ' a 
peculiar course of reading, a singidar train of oral nar- 
ration, had concurred fi-om the period at which I first 
thought, read, or listened, in giving my character the 
press it then bore, and it was not in the power of 



detached accident or effort to effect a change.' He had 
at this time cast all religion to the winds. We have it 
explicitly in his own words that he became an atheist. 
* A boy-atheist,' he nTites to Mr John Swanson in 1S2S, 
' is surely an uncommon character. I was one in 
reality; for possessed of a strong memory, which my 
imclea and an early taste for reading, had stored with 
religions sentiments and stories of religions men, I was 
compelled for the sake of peace either to do that which 
was right, or by den}Tng the truth of the Bible to set 
every action, good and bad, on the same level.' His 
atheism, however, was a mere affectation — a drossy 
8cmn on the surface of his nature, with no real basis 
either in head or in heart. It was one form of his 
rebelliousness at the time. He was obstinately wilful 
and irrehgious, and he thought it bold and fine and 
also logically consistent to call himself an atheist. 

Three schoolmasters in succession had an oppor- 
tunity of exercising then- talents upon Hugh, and in each 
case the failure was signal. His schooling ended when 
he was fifteen in a pitched battle with the dominie. 
His gains from ten years of nominal education were 
small. Penmanship clear and strong, a smattering of 
arithmetic, spelling of which a boy of ten might 
be ashamed, syntax which joined substantives in the 
singular to verbs in the plural and vice versd, were 
his scholastic actjuirements. His miacellancous read- 
ing, however, had been extensive ; he had stored up 
a vast amount of information in a capacious and re- 
tentive memory ; he composed freely in prose and verse, 
though there is hardly any sign of vitality in his -WTitings 
of this period except the delight they evince in the work 
of composition. Before the close of the day on which 
his conflict with the schoolmaster took place, he had 
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avenged himself in a copy of satirical verses, which, 
to say the least, show a great advance, in flexibility and 
in command of Iniigiiage, on those in which he first 
recorded the adventure in the D(K>cot cave. As gi\en 
in Schools and Schoolmasters, they are much ijnproved, 
tlie epithets freshened and burnished, and the best 
line in the whole, 

' Kalure'a bom Tap, a, saint by art,' 

added. I find the lines in The ViUitge Observer, a 
manuscript Magazine in Miller's boyish handwriting, 
dated Feb. 1820. 

Such was Hugh Miller at the time he left school. 
A rugged, proud, and stifFnecked lad, impossible to 
drive and difficidt to lead, his character already marked 
with strong lines, and developing from within or through 
Belf-choseu influences. ' I saw,' said Baxter of Crom- 
well, ' that what he learned must be from hunself,' and 
the observation might already have been made of Hugh 
Miller. To his friends he was a perplexity and offence ; 
I to his uncles, in particular, who knew him too well and 
were too sagacious to accept the off-hand theory of his 
schoolmasters that he was merely a stupid and bad boy, 
he must have seemed a mass of contradictions. In- 
tellectual in bis wildest play, fond of books and ca- 
pable of discerning excellence from its counterfeits in 
I thought and style, passionately addicted to the observ- 
ation of nature and forgetting no fact he once as- 
certauied, how could he be dull in the ordinary sense ? 
If, again, capacity to influence one's fellows was a test 
of power, could it be said that he, who was undisputed 
sovereign of the boys of the place, was the stupidest of 
them all? A dunce who from childhood had enter- 
tained his companions with tales of his own invention. 
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of pastime, who was never weary when his pen was in his 
hand, who possessed more literary information than any 
one twice his age in Cromarty, was a phenomenon new 
to the experience of Uncle James and Uncle Sandy. 
It was a puzzle for them, and it is something of a puzzle 
for us. 

Not a few — among them men of the highest emin- 
ence as thinkers and writers — will decide with impatient 
emphasis that Hugh's rebellion against the tyranny of 
grammar was the genial assertion of his native force, 
the bursting of the flower-pot by the oak sapling, 
the most propitious thing which could have befallen him. 
There is much to be said on this side of the question. 
The boy who was dux of the school in Cromarty when 
Hugh Miller was dunce — the model boy, who was the 
delight of the schoolmaster, and who carried ofi* the 
highest prizes w^hen he went to college — ^the boy whom 
the story-books designate for a Lord Mayor's coach and 
a handsome fortune — became a respectable and useful 
minister of the Chm*ch of Scotland, and would probably 
never have been heard of beyond the circle of his 
parishioners, but for the circmnstance of his having 
been mentioned in the works of his friend, the dunce. 
The name of the dux has been touched by the pen of 
the dunce, and is likely to live as long as the English 
language. By taking the bit into his teeth, leaping the 
fences, and scouring the plain at his owm wild will, 
Hugh Miller obtained that freedom for his faculties 
which is necessary to all vigorous growth, to all beauty 
and capricious grace of movement. Had he received the 
technical training of a college professor, would college 
professors have said that they would give their hand from 
their wrist for the curiosa felicitas of his style ? Take 
young creatures, colts or lambs, mew them up, feed 
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and fodder them on the most approved scientific princi- 
ples ; you will have them sleek and fat, but will there 
be buoyancy or elastic strength in their limbs, will 
there Ire the light of health and joy in their eyes, will not 
the ■ poor things," like Tennyson's hot-house flowers, 
' look unhappy ' ? The law of freedom applies to all life, 
human as well as animal, and the liiier and fresher the 
mental qualities, the greater is the risk that constraint 
will benmnb or peiTert tbem. The grand thing to be 
secured is mental force, and it is possible that laborious 
effort to attain skill in the expression of force may dniw 
fatally on the original force itself, The faculties, like 
over-drilled soldiers, may have no strength left to play 
their part in life's battle. It is a Shakespearian opinion 
that 

' Universal plcxlding prisons up 
The nimble apirita in the arteries ; 
As motion, and long-during actiou, tirea 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller.' 

The worst possible result of school discipline is to take 
the edge from that exultant ardour with which a strong 
youth thinks of work, for mind or for body, as the su- 
preme fit pleasiffes. Hugh Miller's freedom was not im- 
redeemed trifling ; it was his native force developing in its 
own way and seeking its own noiu-ishment. If he turned 
from the Latin Rudunents, he found a literature in 
which he never tired to expatiate, a literature whose 
teaching he accepted with enthusiasm, a literature which 
acquainted him with foreign lands, and caused him to 
thrill at the deeds of brave men, a literature whose in- 
most spirit he vitally assimilated and made his o^vn. If 
attention to his grammatical task in the dingy school- 
room pained him, his powers were concentrated in high- 
est action when he accompanied Uncle Sandy in his 
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leaearches on the shore at ebb-tide, or when, in solitaij' 
rambles, lie looked carefully, constmith', lovinglv, into 
the face of nature. Even in those doiugs with his 
brctliren of the cave which seem to have occasioned bis 
relatives most alarm, he was acquiring habits of self- 
possession, courage, fidelity, reticence, which are not 
always imparted by artificial training. 

And let tas not forget that stubbornness of purpose, in- 
flexibility of will, the mipardonable sin in the eyes of most 
pedagogues, is after all tlie indispensable basis of charac- 
ter for any man who will do much. Acquire it as he may, 
the ability to go forward in the path he has chosen, to face 
tlie pelting shower and the scorching sim, to do wholly, 
heartily, inflexibly what he deliberately wills to do, is of 
Bovurcigii importance for a man. Qaicijuid vuli valde 
Vttlt ; this is the diploma of masterhood in nature's Uni- 
versity : ' luifitable as water, thou shalt not excel ; ' this 
is the hopeless doom, * I sowed flower-seeds,' wrote 
John Sterling respecting his management of his garden 
in boyhood, ' and then turned up the ground again and 
planted potatoes, and then rooted out the potatoes to in- 
sert acorns and apple-pips, and at last, as may be sup- 
posed, reaped neither roses, nor potatoes, nor oak-trees, nor 
apples.' The words are an epitome of Sterling's biogra- 
pliy. Hugh Miller even in boyhood had a purpose and 
hold to it, firmly resolved that he would not have his 
limbs stniightened on the procrustean bed prepared for 
him, consciou.s that he was neither dmice nor reprobate, 
I)ut growing in his own way. 

it must be carefully noted that the character of Mil- 
ler always remained soimd in the vital parts. Of mean- 
ness, imtrulli fulness, cruelty, avarice, he showed no 
trace. Had his sensual passions been vehement as 
those of BmTis or Mirabeau, the probability is that he 
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would have fallen ioto debauchery; but his wildest pas- 
siou was a passion for freedom ; his dissipation was to 
wander in tlie wood or by the wave. Neither morally 
nor intellectually was he, at any time, dissolute. 

And yet it is impo.ssilile to hide from oui-selves that 
there is another side to all this. It is difficult to believe 
that insubordination, tiu-bulence, habitual neglect of 
tasks with which a sentiment of duty is more or less 
associated, can be other than disadvantageous to the 
mind. To check the lawlessness natural to man, — to 
break self-will to the yoke, — to change the faculties 
from a confused barbarian herd or horde {hecr of the 
old Gennan tribes) into a discipUned or exercised com- 
- pany {exercitus of the Romans) must ever be an essen- 
tial part of the training of youth. Educated human 
natiu^ is more natural than mieducitcd. Shakespeare 
says again, 

' Nature is maile better Iiy no mean 
But Dsttire inakea that mean : so. o'er that art, 
Wliicli. yaa sny, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature mnkeB.' 

Does not this throw us back on the reflection that 
education of the highest kind, based on natm-e, guided 
by nature, yet raising natiu-e to heights otherwise \\n- 
attftinable, is not to be easily attained ? In every case 
where an original mind is concerned, education is too 
subtle a process, requiring too intimate and individual a 
conniinnion of soid with soul, to be managed by the 
rough conmion methods. A boy of genius would re- 
quire a teacher of genius, one whose perceptions were so 
keen, whose sjinpathies were so fine and true, that he 
could understand the exceptional mind, obey its moni- 
tions as lie led it on, apply to it a constraint which 
would be felt as gentleness, and a gentleness which 
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' Consider how, eren in the meanest sorts of labour, the whole soul of a man is com- 
pofed into a kind of real harmony, the instant he sets himself to work.' 

' Befreit der Mcnsch sich der sich aberwindet.* 



boyish magazixk8 — a lad of his own will — becomes 
apphentice — hardships— alleviations. 



BOY-LIFE, with its freshness of faculty, its exuber- 
ance of delights, its opulence of wayward force, lies 
behind Hugh Miller. In the autumn of 1819 his 
mother, after a widowhood of fourteen years, accepts a 
second husband, and he removes with her to tlie house 
of his stepfather. ' I had no particular objections to the 
match,' he wTites to a friend a few years later ; ' but 
you may be certain that it gave me much disgust at 
the tune." It compels him to realize the fact that the 
world has changed for him, and that duty now demands 
that play shall cease and work begin. Half a year, 
however, glides away pleasantly enough — his own ex- 
pression is ' very agreeably ' — in the house of his step- 
father. He still continues those sportiugs with litera- 
ture which have from infancy been among his choicest 
enjoyments. I have before me Nos. I., II,, and III. 
of a tiny Magazine, written in Miller's hand, and en- 
titled, ' The Village Obser\'er, or Monthly MSS.' They 
are dated January, February, March, IS20. Hugh is 
the editor and principal contributor. It is in February 
of this year that he enters ou his apprenticeship, and the 
Slarch number closes the series. The pen gives place 
to the hammer — for a time. 
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These Village Observers are absolutely authentic 
documents of Miller's history at this tinie, and en- 
able us to realize the circumstances of his life before 
any tint of fancy, or association from the pursuits of 
a subsequent period, had softened their harsher fea- 
tures. In the three numbers there is not the remotest 
allusion to his apprenticeship. This may be imputed 
to the disagreeableness of the subject ; but it is some- 
what remarkable that place is not foimd for a brief 
description of those rare and beautiful birds discover- 
ed by him in the quarry on the evening of his first day 
of labour, and delineated with enthusiastic minuteness 
in the Old Red Sandstone, The one was a goldfinch — 
very uncommon in the highlands of Scotland — with * hood 
of vermilion and wings inlaid with gold ; * the other a 
bird of the woodpecker tribe, * variegated with light blue 
and a greyish yellow.' Neither does Hugh, in capacity 
of village obsen^er, give us, in his March number for 
1820, any hint of that * exquisite pleasure ' which, as we 
are told in the Old Red Sandstone, he derived from con- 
templating the adjacent landscape when resting, on the 
second day, from his toil at the hour of noon. * All the 
workmen,' he says in that book, * rested at midday, and 
I went to enjoy my half-hour alone on a mossy knoll 
in the ncighboiu^ing wood, which commands through the 
trees a wide prospect of the bay and the opposite shore. 
There was not a wrinkle on the water, nor a cloud in the 
sky, and the branches were as moveless in the calm as if 
they had been traced on canvas. From a wooded pro- 
montory that stretched half-way across the frith there 
ascended a thin column of smoke. It rose straight as the 
line of a plummet for more than a thousand yards, and 
then, on reaching a thinner stratum of air, spread out 
equally on every side, like the foliage of a stately tree. 
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Ben Wyvis rose to the west, white with the yet unwnsteil 
snows of winter, and as sharply defined in the clear at- 
mosphere as if all its srniny slopes and blue retiring hol- 
lows had been chiselicd iu marble. They reminded me 
of the pretty French stor}', in which an old artist is 
described as tasking the ingenuity of his future son-in-law, 
by giving him, as a subject for his pencil, a flower-piece 
composed of only white flowers, of which the one half 
were to bear their proper colour, the other half a deep 
purple hue, and yet all be perfectly natural ; and how 
the young man resolved the riddle and gained his mis- 
tress by introducing a transparent purple vase into the 
picture, and making the light pass through it on the 
flowers that were drooping over the edge. I returned 
to the quarry, convinced that a very exquisite pleasure 
may be a very cheap one, and that the busiest employ- 
ments may afford leisure enough to enjoy it.' This is 
beautiful writing and excellent philosophy ; but there ia 
not a word in any degree resembluig it, whether descrip- 
tive or philosophical, in the ' Monthly MSS.,' edited by 
Hugh Miller at the time. Nor is mention made of the 
ripple-marked sandstone, on beholding which, on the 
same day, he ' felt as completely at fault as Robinson 
Crusoe did on his discovering the print of the man's 
foot on the sand.' 

What is perhaps still more surprising, there is a 
similar absence of reference to ornithological, geolo- 
gical, or aesthetic alleviations of his early toil in the 
account of this period, written by him ten years sub- 
sequently for Principal Baird. ' My first six months 
of labour,' he writes to Baird in 1S29, 'presented only 
a series of disasters. I was at the time of a slender 
make and weak constitution ; and I soon found I was 
ill fitted for such employments as the trundling of loaded 
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wheelbarrows over a plank, or the raising of huge blocks 
of stone out of a quarry. My hands were soon fretted 
into large blisters, my breast became the seat of a dull, 
oppressive pain, and I was much distressed after exertion 
more' than usually violent by an irregular motion of the 
heart. My spirits were almost always miserably low ; 
and I was so wrapped up in a wretched apathetic ab- 
sence of mind, that I have wrought for whole hours 
together with scarcely a thought of what I was doing 
myself, and scarcely conscious of what others were doing 
around me." 

Both these narratives may be strictly consistent witli 
fact. In that case they afford a striking illustration of 
Miller's own remark, that two ^'arying descriptions may 
be given by the same person of the same events, and 
yet both be veracious. He said nothing, in the earlier 
dociunents, of tlie rare birds, the beautiful landscape, 
the rippled-marked stone, because it was not until after- 
wards that he regarded them as of importance. He 
mentally associated with his first years of laboiu- feel- 
ings which belonged to a later time. He was an ob- 
server from infancy, and his observations gave liim joy ; 
his memory became stored with facta ; but not until he 
studied geology did he apprehend that these facts had any 
scientific value. When geology took possession of Miller, 
the possession was complete. He thought, talked, ivrote of 
geology ; his leading articles, his discussions of poUtical 
and religious questions, were full of it. From the boyish 
magazines he edited, it is absent ; from the poems which 
he composed in boyhood and youth, it is absent ; in the 
letters which he wTote to his favourite associates, of 
which we have an iminternipted series, begmning a 
year or two later than the time at which we have arrived, 
we look for it in vain ; and in the narrative composed 
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ot the request of Baird, there ia not one throb of scien- 
husiasm. It was, I believe, at a time much later 
at of his apprenticeship that Iliigli Miller, though 
I his eye had always beamed with delight when it rested 
, on an object of beauty, learned to take a geological in- 
i terest in the ammonite, ' graceful in its ciu^es as those 
I of the Ionic volute, and greatly more delicate in its 
sculpturing,' or to read, hour after hour, with scientific 
curiosity, in the ' marvellous library of the Scotch Lias.' 
Boys and girls are moralists and politicians before 
they care about science. Charlotte Bronte and her 
brother and sisters also played at Magazines, and 
wrote solemn essays landing the Duke and execrating 
the Whigs. Hugh Miller and his boy friends in 1820 
' were ardent politicians, censuring the conduct of govern- 
ment, bewailing the horrors of Peterloo, sternly criticis- 
ing the motives and proceedings of the Reformers. One 
of the most important articles in their Magazine is a 
' Retrospective Essay,' in which the events of the time , 
. are reviewed in an ethico-historical spirit. There is no 
name attached to the piece, but I take it to be Miller's, 
and it is at all events a specimen at first hand of the 
kind of speculation and of talk which went on in the 
circle of his acquaintance. The retrospective essayist 
thinks that the cruelties conunitted at Manchester in the 

IPcterloo affair ' will be held in as much detestation by 
future i^es as the firing upon the inhabitants of ToiUon, 
or the massacre of Glencoe.' A clever simile, however, 
catches his eye, and he follows the bright game even at 
ithe risk of inconsistency. ' Smollett,' he says, ' has some- 
where observ'od that an English mob, like a dancing 
l>ear, may be irritated to a very dangerous degree of rage, 
jei pacified by firing a pistol over his nose : such was it 
with oiu- British Radicals; those whose vi\id harangues 
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were inspired with all the spirit of heroism, and whom 
we would have supposed lions in the field, slunk 
frightened at the hostile preparations against them, and 
were heard of no more/ Severities comparable both to 
the massacre of Glencoe and to the firing of a pistol over 
a bear's nose are not easily imagined, but it would be 
hard to debar boy litterateurs from saying all the fine 
things which turn up, in discussing a subject, merely be- 
cause they occur on opposite sides of the question. Very 
young and very old politicians are generally Conservative, 
and the former invariably express the highest moral and 
religious sentiments. Our retrospective essayist has little 
or no sympathy with the patriots. ' Reform,' he WTites, 
* was but the name which a few designing men had affixed 
to a daring rebellion ; and whose aims were that after 
having pulled down with the teeth of a deluded multi- 
tude those men whose tyranny was most obnoxious, to 
set themselves up as rulers, and in their turn be tyrants. 
Happily their conduct and principles were of such a 
nature, as to exclude frojn their meetings men of piety 
or true independence : the religious opinions of Cobbett 
held back all true Christians from his standard, and the 
enthusiasm with which Carlile was defended disgusted 
all men of sense or feeling. At their meetings it was im- 
possible to be an oppositionist ; and though they termed 
themselves men of liberty and forbearance, the man who 
dared openly to oppose their schemes ran the risk of 
having his brains beat out. Indeed, the liberty they 
would have seciu'ed for themselves was of no universal 
kind ; it was a liberty which only bad men would have 
profited by, and from which the virtuous would have 
turned with disgust ; those laws which bind the victorious 
would no longer have existed ; and instead of a few there 
Avould have been a multiplicity of tyrants.' 
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The last number of the Villaffe Observer contains a 
few verses on criticism, headed ' extenapore,' which seem 
to be by Wilier. The two opening lines are not without 
spirit : — 

' Critics, like lions, make not carrion game ; 
The work has merit, or they'll ne'er condemn.' 

Perhaps the most significant trait which the number 
presents of Hugh is this from a ' Jovinial of the Week : ' 
— ' Wrote a moral essay upon the advantages of indus- 
try, but tore it in pieces on considering tliat its author 
was one of the most indolent personages on earth, — did 
nothing, but still determined on reform.' 

Farewell, then, to the busy idleness of verse-making 
and magazine editing. In the last days of February, 
Miller still has leisure to put together the niunber for 
March, but no other mmiber follows. He binds himself, 
verbally but by no legal instnunent, apprentice for three 
years to ' old David Wright,' stone-mason, brother-in-law 
of his mother. Old David was something of a character. 
The man who, standing on the thwarts of his boat, which 
had just sunk, the sea water being at the moment np to h^ 
throat, could so accurately appreciate the points of his 
situation, and retain so clear a perception of the thing to 
be done, as to say, on seeing his snuiF-box floating off, 
'Od, Andro man, just rax out your han' and tak' in my 
snuff-box,' must have had an enviable firmness of nen'e 
and quietness of self-possession. 

Miller's uncles, who had taken the right measure of 

'his capacity, and who had loved and watched over him 

fits a son, have done their utmost to oppose this decision. 

leir sure instinct tells them that the place of this recruit 

not ill tlie ranks ; they have earnestly wished to sec 

enrolled among the brain-workers of the community ; 

'and like all Scottish peasants of the old historic tv'pe, they 
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regard the ministers of the Church of Christ as taking pre- 
cedence of all others in the intellectnal aristocracy. They 
have told him that if he \vill only i-etiim to his books, and 
prepare for college, their home and their savings will be 
at his command. They have tried to appeal to his pride 
and desire for advancement. Uncle James has gone the 
length of hinting with some hitteniess that if he has 
found books too hard for him, he may find labour harder 
still, and may turn from the latter with the same incon- 
stancy with which he turned from the former. But 
Hugh, as James Wright knows and has said, is ' a lad 
of his ovn\ will,' and his mind is made up. As for 
his declinature of the clerical profession, he satisfies 
both himself and Uncle James on that head, by the con- 
sideration that he has no call to the sacred office. The 
feeling of independence, strong in Hugh Miller as in 
Robert Burns, rebels against the idea of his going to 
college, dependent on the bomity of relatives. Strangely 
enough, too, that passion for literature, whether in the form 
of reading or of writing, which had marked him from 
his chddhood as the predestined author, drove him to the 
quiury. The conception of a literary career founded 
upon a complete University education, and conmiencing 
with the instruments and furtherances which ages have 
accumulated, had not dawned upon his mind. Literature 
had been to him a coy maiden, radiant, fascinating, but 
free and light-winged as a forest bird, and he shrank frtmi 
forma! irreversible espousals. He has obser\'ed that 
' Cousin George,' a mason, though hard worked during 
several months in the year, has the months of winter to 
himself. This decides hun in favour of the trade of 
mason. In winter and early spring he will return to his 
beloved Muse, to dally with her in a life-long courtship ; 
or, if it is to end in marriage, — for the thought of rising 
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by literature does lurk, de^p hidden, in his heart, — she 
will take his hand ns a beneficent princess takes that of 
a knightly though low-hom siutor, and lift him at mice 
to fame and fortune. Uncle James's remark on the pro- 
bability of his failing at labour as he has failed at study, 
he takes note of; it may be pleasant to teach Uncle 
James that he CJin vnW to work as well as will to play, and 
that, though others have lost the mastership of bim, he 
has not lost mastership of himself. Enough ; he declares 
unalterably for stone and lime, and becomes apprentice to 
liis uncle, old David Wright. The engagement is un- 
derstood to be for three years. In the chill February 
morning of 1820, he takes his way to the quarry. 

Relieved or not relieved by touches of romance, 
Hugh Miller's first season of labour proves to be one of 
Bternest hardship, putting to the strain his whole faculty 
of endurance. The dark side is given in all his con- 
temporary or nearly contemporary renderings of the 
subject; the lights in the pictiu^ come out only when 
it is seen through the vista of years. Still quite a boy, 
slender and loosc-jointcd, unintermitted toil presses hard 
on him both in mind and in body. His spirits fail, 
He is constantly in pain, often prostrated by sickness. 
He shows at first no quickness or dexterity in acquir- 
ing his trade, and is the most awkward of the appren- 
tices, l^ncle David begins to be of opinion that this 
incomprehensible compound of genius and dimce is in- 
capable of attaining tlie skill of an ordinary mechanic. 
The lad is sorely tempted to become a dram-drinker. 
We have two accounts of his trimuph over this tempta- 
tion, the one harshly realistic, of date 1329, the other 
more picturesque, dated 1853. 

' It is probable,' he wTites to Baird, ' that the want of 
Loaey alooe prevented me from iudulging, at this period. 
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one of the very few who had been kind to him in his 
boyhood. 

'Where think you have I sitten down to write 
you? In my grandmother's room, and l)efore the very 
table at which I once used to read (hi happier days) a 
chapter in the big old Bible and sing a psalm every night 
and morning. I cannot tell you hoAV I feel. The re- 
membrance of the innocence and happiness of the days 
that are gone has softened my heart, indifferent as it has 
become to the pure feelings of devotion. I have done 
reading just now the three last chapters of the Gospel of 
St John, and with the history of the sufferings of our 
Saviour I was never more affected. I feel my soul raised 
above the things of this world in the contemplation of the 
truly Grod-like patience with which, in His human nature. 
He bore the terrible evils which were inflicted on Him, 
and His resignation to the will of His Heavenly Father. 

* Oh that I could fix the present mood, and render 
it permanent. What a world of happiness dwells in the 
bosom of the devout man ; amid all the storms of adver- 
sity he has a fortress and a God. His hopes repose on 
that Providence who has the disposal of all events ; not 
knowing himself what is good or evil of the things of 
this life, he does his duty, and trusts to his Father for the 
rest. How far different is God from man ! If we ask 
His favour He Avill not withhold it. " To the poor He is 
a friend, and He will not hide His face from the needy." 
I find we must love Him before we can truly love one 
another. I see this love as the master principle — as the 
purifier of the heart; it warms our affections to our 
friends, makes us grateful to oiu* benefactors and forgiv- 
ing to our enemies. Oh, my dear Miller, bear with me 
now as you have often done before. I am weak as a child. 
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d is filled with recollections of the joys that 

i the dear sainted friend that has left me. 

1 went to her honse, but I did not see her waiting my 

approach, her feet did not sound in the passage as I 

entered the door; "my dear Willie" was not heard on 

my imexpected appearance. The good hand that once 

I nursed me was not stretched out with an air of tender 

afi'ection towards uie ! I looked to the place where she 

used to sit, but she was not there ; in her bodily shape 

I did not behold her, yet her image was before me, and 

I all the good she did me was present in my view. What 

I a vacancy is here ; what a change has death made to 

me ! But I must have done ; the last light of evening 

is taking its leave, Good-liye." 

The difference between the character of Miller, who 
met every check and insult with pugnacity, and that of 
Ross, whose gentleness was feminine, and who could not 
l>ear to be thought ill of even by those who acted to him 
^-meanly and unkindly, tended probably to cement tlieir 
friendship. The proceedings of Ross on completing his 
apprenticeship and commencing practice as a house- 
painter on his ovm account, illustrate in a touching man- 
ner his simplicity and kindliness. Tlie master who had 
enjoyed his services for five years, — and valuable sen'ices 
they were, for William's talent in his vocation was 
inent, — seems to have quite cast him off when his 
expired. He writes to Miller : — 
Want stared me in the face, and, having determined 
lot to I)e a burden to any, I meant to leave, if I possibly 
uld, the place ; for though I had no prospect of em- 
ployment, I deemed it better to starve among strangers 

(if nothing else awaited me) than in this country 

On the Tuesday after you had left me I waited on Mr — 
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and told him what I meant to do if he would trust me. 
He would not ; and after so downright a refusal you 
cannot imagine the perturbed state of my mind. What 
hurt me most was that he should have doubted my pro- 
bity. I then went straight to Mr to see what he 

thought of me, for after the first shock was over I was 
indifferent to what I might meet with. He was not 
quite so direct with me, but what he said amounted to a 
refusal too. Before evening I had paid them both, which 
80 reduced my slender finances that I could go nowhere, 
and here without money or employment I could not well 
stay. The friend who would have sympathized with me 
was gone, and perhaps 'twas better that he was. The way 
in which I have been treated could not but have hurt you. 

* Now that you have my worst news, I will tell you 

better. Colonel G sent for me to refresh the w^alls 

of his dining-room, and gave me 5^. when I had done. 

Soon after I saw Mr , who asked me whether I was 

employed, and told mc,on my replying in the negative, that 

his brother-in-law, Mr , had bought paint at London, 

and wius looking out for some one to paint his house for 
him by tlie day. I would do the work most readily, I 
said, but lus my old master had thought of getting it for 
liimself, I could not think of interfering. He assured 
me, however, that that washout of the question, as it was 
owin«j^ to the exorbitancv of mv master's estimate that 
Mr had pn^cured the materials for himself. I accord- 
ingly went and settled with Mr for the work at 3^. 

per day. This \\\\\ make a sad change, I am afraid, in 
all I enjoyed of the favourable opinion of my master ; but 
I can't help it.' 

Was there not a delicacy of honoiur in the reluctance 
of the kui whom stanation actuallv stared in the face, to 
accept work which his old master had 'thought of 
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getting,' such as is rarely met with in any rank of Hfe ? In 
a letter wTittcn shortly afterwards, we have this note of 
that master's conduct : ' I came here to furnish bnishes for 
the work, but my master would sell me none.' Brushes, 
however, were obtained, and he proceeds : ' I am happier 
in my mind than usual. There are glimpses of siui- 
shine breaking out upon me, and a less troubled sky 
o\erhead. Oh, how grateful ought I to be to that boun- 
teous Benefactor who knows our wants, and can and will 
supply them. I hardly know, my dear Miller, how to 
conclude. I trust I am grateful to Him for you too.' It 
must have been a sweetly-toned nature whi(;h unkindness 
so bitter did not provoke to one angry word, and which 
was so easily stimulated to childlike gladness and to 
pious gratitude. In the deep forest one beam penetrates 
to the wotmded bird, and it breaks on the instant into 
song. 

We shall take another extract from these letters of 
William Ross. It is interesting not only from its refer- 
ences to himself, hut on account of the few bold and vigor- 
ous strokes with which it sketches Miller's uncles, James 
and Alexander Wright, and still more because of its 
vivid glimpse of the boy Miller : ' I trust I am no 
misanthrope; but, with one exception — and on that one 
I need not be very explicit iff writing to you — it is dead 
and inanimate nature that I derive all my pleasures from, 

not the world of men. I have but one friend 

Really, my dear Miller, I am one of the weakest joung 
fellows 1 ever knew. All that is worth anything in me 
lies on the surface of my character — a little taste, perhaps, 
& little fancy, and more than a little warmth of heart j 
but I have no energy of will, no strength of judgment; 
I feel I cannot come in contact with superior men with- 
ovX. sinking into a mere nonentity, and losing all com- 
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mand of even the few powei-s I have, I always felt thns 
when in company with your uncles ; tliey are bolli 
strong-minded men — strong in sentiment and intellect — 
and there is a depth and massiveness in their character 
which common circumstances faU to render appni-ent to 
the miobservant, but which I have felt as if by instinct. 
Hence, perhaps, uiy profound usteem for them; but 
hence, also, my want of sympathy with them. Had you 
yourself been other than a Ijoy when our intimacy was 
first formed, I would not now, it is probable, be on my 
present terms with you. We met in an hour propitious 
to friendship. I could not feel myself inferior to the 
wayward, warmhearted boy, who besought me so 
anxiously to become attached to him ; who admired my 
bad drawings, and saw very superior sense in my simple 
disjointed remarks, Your force of cliaracter at the 
same time was shoivn in but mere boyish rebellion which 
one could laugh at ; your firmness was but obstinacy. 
Yon were a mere cub, though a lion-cub — a mere sap- 
ling, though spnuig from the aconi.' 

Such was the yotmg man with whom Milter spent 
the greater part of his time on being reiievod from the 
labours of his first year of ap|»renticeship. He rciul his 
poems to Ross, and showed him his drawings. Hngh had 
fonucd a high estimate oP both, and the nnder-cnrreiit 
of critical severity which invariably nccompaniod his 
friend's applause, though not strong enough to damp 
his ai-cioiu-, was useful in giving precision to his ideas of 
himself. Ross had penetration enough to discern that 
a certain imaginative glow, which threw out objects, as 
it were, in aerial perspective, and east over them a pleas- 
ing light of fancy or association, belonged to Miller. In 
their walks in the wood or by the shore, he encoimiged 
, Hugh to cultivate Uteratote, applauding ' tiie wild vigour 
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of his imagination/ and hinting that his word-pictures 
of the moment revealed more of poetical genius than 
the fonnal productions either of his pencil or his pen. 

* There is in the vicinity of the town of Cromarty/ 
writes Miller to Baird, giving him an illustration of 
the kind of imaginative fantasia with which he used to 
entertain his friend, *a beautiful, thickly wooded del], 
through the bottom of which there runs a small stream- 
let. This dell was one of our favourite night haunts. 
In winter when the trees are bare of foliage, the moon- 
beams, when the moon is at full, find their way to the 
water, though the steep banks on either side are lost in 
the shade. The appearance when viewed from some of 
the overhanging thickets is exceedingly beautiful, and 
when contemplating it in the company of my friend, 
I have in the wild extravagance of fancy compared the 
little moonlight brook to, — I know not how many 
different objects, — to a pictured flash of pale lightning, 
— ^to a stream of lava, — to a rippling strip of the Aurora 
Borealis. I have termed the little dell a dark oblong 
mirror, and the bright streamlet in its centre, the 
reflection of the milky way. I have described the 
trunks of the trees and the stones which were relieved 
by the light from the shade behind, as fays and spectres 
by which the place was tenanted. I have even given a 
minute detail of the particular expression of their 
features, and the peculiarities of their attire.' 

Ross's advice to Miller on the whole was as follows : — 

* Your drawings have but little merit, nor can I regard 
them even as works of promise ; — neither by any means 
do you write good verses. And why, do you think, do I 
tell you so ? — Only to direct your studies to their proper 
object. You draw ill because nature never intended that 
you should do otherwise; whereas you write ill only 
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because you write seldom. You are possessed of talents 
which with due culture will euable you to attain no 
common command of the pen ; for you are an original 
thinker, your mind is richly embued with poetry, and 
though devoid of a musical ear, you have from nature 
something much better, — that perception of the har- 
monies of language which is essential to the fonnation of 
a good and elegant style." So far as I can judge, no 
critic in Europe could have more correctly estimated 
Miller's cajiacity at the time, or given him better advice. 
A spectator observing these lads, the one appren- 
ticed to a mason, the other to a house painter, would 
hardly have guessed the nature of their conversation. 
Had they been youths of aristocratic birth or University 
distinction, could their intercoiirse have been more 
completely that of gentlemen? We may note how 
steadily Hugh pushes forward what, without much 
conscious resolving on the subject, has become the 
purpose of his hfe, — self-cidture. With qiuet persistence, 
undistracted by the commencement of lifelong toil as a 
mason, he cherishes the ambition of maturing his 
powers of thought and expression. Attesting, also, the 
radical nobleness of his character, and the high tone of 
the society in which he had lived, this circumstance is to 
be noted, — that the ambition of making money never 
seized him. The big bells of Babylon dinning into all 
young ears, never more loudly than in our age, their in- 
vitation to make fortunes, had no persuasion for him. To 
extend the empire of his mind, to enrich and beautify 
the garden of his soul, this was what presented itself as 
a supreme object of ambition to oiu- Scottish boy of 
eighteen, with a mnllet in his hand. 
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CONON-SIDE — A MANIAC FKIEVD — LIFE IN THE BABRACK— 
WANDERIKG8 IN THE WOODS — SCENERY OF CONON-SIDE— 
AT HOME AGAIN. 



IN the spring of 1821 Miller resumed his labours. In 
the latter end of May, his master had finished the 
work contracted for in the district of Cromarty, and, as no 
more contracts were to be bad, was compelled to descend 
from the position of master and seek employment as 
journeyman. The apprentice he had taken at the same 
time with Miller seized the opportunity of regaining his 
freedom nnd setting up as joumej-man on his own ac- 
count; and one might have thought that the wilful, 
headstrong lad, who had set his micles and his school- 
masters at defiance, would have followed this example. 
But Hugh was no longer the turbulent schoolboy of 
sixteen, and among the cpiahties which had ripened 
in the wholesome atmosphere of labour, was a pro- 
found sense of justice. He continued to ser\'e old David 
Wright, and proceeded with him to the banks of the 
Conon, a river which falls into the Cromarty Fi'ith at 
its western extremity. On reaching Conon-side, they 
found that the scene of their occupation lay a few miles 
farther to the west, and for four weeks they were em- 
ployed in building a jointure-house for the widow of a 
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Highland proprietor. Miller describes the countiy 
around as ' somewhat bare and dreary — a scene of bogs 
and moors, overlooked by a range of tame heathy hills/ 
It was Avhile here that he became acquainted with 
that remarkable maniac of whom he has left an ac- 
count in the Schools and Schoolmasters. Looking at 
midnight from the window in the loft in which he slept, 
he beheld a light moving among the ruins of an old 
chapel and the graves of the surroimding burial-ground. 
It was carried in the hand of the escaped maniac. 
He attracted her attention and secured her regard 
by interfering on her behalf when she was being 
chained down on the damp floor of her hut. Of a 
naturally powerful though completely disordered intel- 
lect, she had sagacity enough to discover that Miller was 
of a different strain from his fellow masons, and enter- 
tained him with stories of the Highlands and anecdotes 
of her deceased brother, a preacher of reputation. She 
loved to discuss the most abstruse questions of metaphy- 
sical theology. That every human soul is immediately 
created by God, not transmitted from a hiunan ancestor, 
she declared herself to be fully convinced ; but, then, 
how to account for the influence exerted on all souls 
by the fall ? It would take a powerful theologian, sane 
or insane, to answer this question. Miller informed her 
that a great authority thought it might be ' by w^ay of 
natiu*al concomitancy, as Estius w ill have it ; or, to speak 
as Dr Reynolds doth, by way of ineffable resultancy and 
emanation.' 'As this,' he adds, 'was perfectly unin- 
telligible, it seemed to satisfy my new friend.' A singular 
pair on the black Ross-shire moor ! It is only, I suppose, 
in Scotland that masons' apprentices and female maniacs 
engage in abstruse metaphysical discussions. 

The jointure-house finished, Miller bids adieu to his 
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mad friend and returns to Conon-side. He is now, 
for the tirst time, introduced to the barrack or botliy 
life of a scjuad of masons. A description of the barrack 
and the scene it presentetl on his lirst becoming one of 
its inmates, occurs in his letter to Baird. ' I followed,' 
he writes, ' the horde info their barrack. It consisted 
of one lai^e apartment. Along the wall, and across 
one of the gables, there was a range of beds rudely con- 
structed of outside slab deals, and filled with straw, 
which bristled from beneath the blankets, and from be- 
tween the crevices of the frames, in a manner much less 
neat than pictm-esque. At each bedside there were two 
chests, which served not only the jiurpose originally in- 
tended, but also for chairs and tables. Suspended by 
ropes from the rafters above, there hung at the height 
of a man's head from tlie ground, several Itags filled 
with oatmeal, which by this contrivance was secured 
from the rats, with which the place was infested. Along 
the gable fiulhest removed from the door there was a 
huge wood fire ; above it there were hung several small 
pots, enveloped in smoke, which, for lack of proper vent, 
after filling the whole barrack, escaped by the door. 
Before the fire there was a row of stones, each of 
which supported an oaten cake. The inmates, who 
e.\ceeded twenty, had disjioscd of themselves in every 
possible manner. Some were lounging in the beds, 
others were seated on the chests. Two of them were 
dancing on the floor to the whistling of a third. There 
■was one employed in baking, another in making ready 
the bread. The chaos of sounds which reigned among 
them was much more complete than that which appalled 
their prototypes, the builders of Bahel. There was thej 
gabbling of 8axon, the sputtering of Gaehc, the hum^X 
ming of Church music, the whistling of the musiciau.I 
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and the stamping of the dancers. Three of the pots on 
the fire began to boil together, and there was a cry for 
the cook. He came rushing forward, pushed the man 
engaged in baking from out his way with one hand, and 
drawing the seat from under the one employed in 
making ready the bread with the other, he began to 
shout out, so as to dro\vn their united voices, for meal 
and salt. Both were brought him, and in a few minutes 
he had completed his task.' 

Wild companions, a wild lodging, and wild mode of 
life; nor can much bodily comfort be associated with 
the idea of a diet whose sole variation is from oatmeal 
in porridge to oatmeal in cakes : but Miller is not un- 
happy. He is now recognized as a good workman, and 
his frame is more capable of labour than in the previous 
season. His spirit is buoyant, and full of gay, hopeful 
humoiu*; and his readiness to take and return a jest, 
together with his sprightliness and his obliging dis- 
position, secure him the good-will of his companions. 
On the long siunmer evenings, when work is over, he 
can wander about the district, climbing its ridges of 
hill, exploring its ruins and natural curiosities, diving 
into the recesses of its woods, and following the course 
of its streams, lie is still boy enough to enjoy the 
raspbemes which grow in the woods, and the poetry 
of his nature finds aliment in the new and picturesque 
aspects of hill and plain which every eminence reveals 
to him. 

The district of Miller's sojourn at this time, dreary 
and bare though he calls it, is not without its pleasing 
and impressive features. Gaunt hills rise everywhere, 
warming at autumn, when the heather blooms, into 
solemn glow of purple, but for the greater part of the 
year presenting a surface of black -broAvn, fringed here 
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nnd there with fir or plumed with birch. The grey 
crag pierces the moor, the grey mist trails wearily along 
the hill-suinmits. A marked feature of the scenery is 
bttie gracefully drooping, delicately waving, birch foliage, 
I which stoops to the frequent watercourse or hangs tremul- 
ous over the surface of the lake, the white steins relieved 
against the russet heath, or vying with the wliiter foam of 
the cascaile. Over all towers the bald forehead of Ben 
■ Wyvis, a tlioiisand feet above the highest of the encircling 
lliills, and with a few white snow-gleams lingermg among 
F its crags and corries even in the height of siuuiner. Be- 
tween the ridges and in the basins of the hills, the lakes 
are nmnerous, and from the higher elevations, as the eye 
looks through curtains of mist, opening and closing in 
majestic change, the broad flash of their golden mirrors, 
girdled by the ebon hills, is seen striking upwards with 
I resplendence never to be forgotten. 

The gentler aspects of the scenery appear, however, 
[to have chiefly attracted Miller. ' Stnithpeffer,' he 
I wrote to Bairii, ' one of the finest valleys in this part of 
fthe covmtry, lies within five miles of Conon-side. My 
walks occasionally extended to it; and I still retain a 
vi\idly-pleasing recollection of its enchanting scenery, 
^^^ with the more pleasing features of the scenes through 
^^K which I passed on my way to it. There is in its vicinity 
^^H a beantifnl little lake, which contains a wooded island. 
^^H Along the banks of this lake I have saimtered for whole 
^^H hom^ ; nnd from the green top of Knockferrol, one of 
^^H the hills by which the valley is bounded, I have seen the 
^^Hsiin sink behind Ben Wyvis, without once thinking that 
^^H<I was five miles from my place of residence.' 
^^H^ But he was not exclusively engaged on these occasions 
in view-hunting. ' I have not even yet,' he adds, 'summedfl 
; of my evening amusements. They v 
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not all equally poetical. The country round Conon-side 
abounds with wild fruit, and I have feasted among the 
woods, diu-ing my long rambles, on gueens, rowans, 
raspberries, and blae-berries, with all the keenness of 
boyish appetite. The fruit furnished me with an osten- 
sible object for my wanderings ; and when complimented 
by a romantic young girl, who had derived her notions 
of character from the reading of romances, on that dis- 
position which led me to seek my pleasures in solitude, 
I could remark in reply that I was not more fond of 
solitude than of raspberries.' 

Thirty years afterguards, in the Schools and School- 
masters, he refers to his walks by Conon-side in these 
terms : — * I greatly enjoyed those evening walks. From 
Conon-side as a centre, a radius of six miles commands 
many objects of interest ; — StrathpeflFer, with its mineral 
springs, Castle Leod, with its ancient trees, among the 
rest one of the largest Spanish chestnuts in Scotland ; 
Knockferrol, with its vitrified fort; the old tower of 
Fairburn ; the old, though somewhat modernized, tower 
of Kinkell ; the Brahan policies, with the old castle of 
the Seaforths ; the old castle of Kilcoy ; and the Druidic 
circles of the moor of Redcastle My recollec- 
tions of this rich tract of country, with its woods and 
towers, and noble river, seem as if bathed in the red 
light of gorgeous sunsets.' 

In a letter, otherwise unimportant, to William Ross, 
written, as I conclude, after he had returned to Cro- 
marty for the winter, there occurs this reference to the 
same period : — ' When the task of the day was over, and 
I walked out amid the fields and woods to enjoy the 
cool of the evening, it was then that I was truly happy. 
Before me the Conon rolled her broad stream to the 
sea ; behind, I seemed shut up horn all intercourse with 
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mankind by a thick and gloomy wood, while tlie tower 
of Fairburn,* and the blue hills behind it, formed the 
distant landscape. Not a cloud rose upon the sky. 
not a salmon glided beneath me in the river, nor a 
leaf shook upon the alders that o'erhuug the stream, 
but raised some poetic emotion in my breast.' 

It was late in the year when he returned to Cromarty. 
Nearly a mouth of winter had passed. Ross wns now 
residing in the cottage of his parents on the northern 
side of Cromarty Frith, and Miller lacked the stimulus 
of his literary sympathy. ' What remained of the season,' 
he wrote to Baird, ' together with the greater part of the 
ensuing spring, was spent in profitless indolence. I 
neither wrote verses nor drew pictures, but wandered 
during the day through the fields and woods, and among 
the rocks of the hill of Cromarty ; aitd my evenings 
were commonly spent either in the workshop of my imcle 
James, where a few of the more intelligent mechanics of 
the place generally met, or in the company of a new 
accpiaintance.' This was the helpless cripple, described 
in the Schools and Schoolmasters as * poor lame Danie,' 
who, with his old mother, occupied ' a damp under- 
ground room.' Miller formed a friendship with the 
suffering boy, and took delight in alleviating the tedimn 
of his lingering illness, 

• The accompanying drawing wbb aieculed by Miller a few years 
inbsequently to the time when lie worked in the vicinity of the old 
tower of Fairbuni. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

RETURNS TO CX)N0N-S1DE — MAKES HIMSELF RESPECTED IN THE 
BARRACK— COMPANIONS — ATTEMPTS GEOMETRY AND ARCHI- 
TECTURE — HARDSHIPS EXPERIMENT IN NECROMANCY 

DREAM THE BOTHY SYSTEM LITERARY RECREATIONS 

TEDIUM END OF APPRENTICESHIP THE BLESSING OF 

LABOUR — ^PRACTICAL PHILOSOPHY. 

THE working season of 1822 finds him again on 
Conon-side. He is now in the third year of his 
apprenticeship, and he feels that he has a position in the 
barrack. * I had determined ' — the words are from the 
letter to Baird — * early this season to conform to every 
practice of the barrack, and as I was an apt pupil, I had 
in a short time become one of the freest, and not the least 
rude of its inmates. I became an excellent baker, and 
one of the most skilful of cooks. I made wonderful 
advances in the art of practical joking, and my bon-mots 
were laughed at and repeated. There were none of my 
companions who could foil me in wrestling, or who 
could leap within a foot of me ; and after having taken 
the slight liberty of knocking down a young fellow who 
insulted me, they all began to esteem me as a lad of spirit 
and promise.' 

The foreman of the squad with which he worked 
appears to have exerted some influence upon his 
mind. *Wlicn a young man/ writes Miller, 'he had 
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bent Lis excellent natural parts to the study of bis pro- 
fession ; and he became so skilful in it as to be intrusted 
with the superintendence of a party of workmen while 
yet an apprentice. His early proficiency was a subject 
of wonder to his less gifted companions ; lie was much 
gratified by their admiration, and acfjuired that appetite 
for praise which is of so general experience, and which 
in many instances becomes more keen the more it is 
supplied with food. He had too much sense to be open 
to the direct flatteries of other people, but he was not 
skilful in detecting his own ; and having attained, in the 
limited circle to which circumstances confined him, the 
fame nf being talented, he set himself to acquire the 
reputation of being generous and wann-hearted ; and 
this perhaps, for he was naturally of a cold temperament, 
from tliat singidar weakness incident to human nature, 
wliich has so fi-equently the effect of making even men 
of reflection derive more pleasure from tlie praise of the 
r|ualities or talents of which they are destitute, than of 
those which they really possess. When treating his 

I companions, he was rendered happy by believing tliey 
entertained an opinion of him similar to that with which 
be regarded him-self ; and that they would describe him 
to others as one whose head and heart were the warmest 
and clearest they had ever met with. A few years expe- 
rience of the world convinced him that his expectations 
were miserably unfomuled. He saw, or at least thought 
he did, that every man he came in contact with had 
himself for his centre; and though miacipiainted with 
the maxims of Rochefoueault. he concluded with that 
philosopher that flie selfish pruiciple is the spring of all 
human action. The consequence of this conclusion was 
B misanthropy of the most sincere and unaftected kind. 
So sincere was it that be made no profession of it ; unlike 
VOL. I. 8 
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those silly would-lie misanthropea who, while they affect 
a hatred of their kind, take care to inform them of that 
hatred lest they should fail of attracting their notice.' 

' I was advised by this man,' proceeds Miller, ' to 
study geometry and architecture. With the latter I 
had previously been acquainted ; of the former I was 
entirely ignorant. I had not even a single correct idea 
of it. The study of a few detached hours, though 
passed amid the distraction of a barrack, made me 
master of the language peculiar to the science ; and I 
was then surprised to find how wide a province it opens 
to the mental powers, and to discover that what is termed 
mathematical skill means only an ability of reasoning on 
the forms and properties of lines and figures, acquired 
by good sense being patiently directed to their con- 
sideration. I perceived, however, that from prosecuting 
this study, I could derive only amusement ; and that 
too not of a kind the most congenial to my particular 
cast of raind. 1 had no ambition to rise by any of the 
professions in which it is necessary ; and I chose rather 
to exercise the fucidties proper to be employed in it, in 
tlie wide field of nature and of human affairs, — in tracing 
causes to their effects and effects to their causes ; in 
classing together things similar, and in niai'kiug the 
differences of things unlike. Tlie study of architecture I 
found more amusing ; partly, I believe, because it tasked 
lue less ; — partly because it gratified my taste, and 
exercised my powers of invention. In geometiy I saw 
that I could only follow the footsteps of othtrs; and 
that I would be necessitated to pursue the beaten track 
for whole years before I could reach that latest discovered 
extremity of it, beyond which there lies imdiscovered 
untrodden regions in which it would be a delight to 
expatiate. Arclutectiu-e, on the contraiy, appeared to me 
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a field of narrow bouniluries. I could see at one glance 
both over it and beyond it;— I have found that the 
grotesque cottage of a Highland peasant, — the hut of a 
lierd-l)oy,— a cavern half veiled over with trailing plants, 
— an opening in a wood,— in short, a countless variety 
of objects of art and nature supplied me with ideas 
which though connected with it, had not become pait 
of it.' 

From mathematics, therefore, as previously from 
classics, Hugh Miller turned aside. The circumstance 
is perhaps to be regretted, and yet with the former 
reservation, — that any severe and systematic course of 
study would have interfered with that natural and 
spontaneous development which made him what lie was. 

Hia apprenticeship had begun with trying experi- 
ences, and its termination was marked also by extremity 
of hardship. In the September of this year, 1822, his 
master obtained work as a contractor on a farm a few 
miles from Cromarty, and he and Miller Ijade adieu to 
Conon-side. A wall was to be built and a famisteading 
to be repaired, and as the season was advanced and 
David Wright could afford to employ no laboiu- in ad- 
dition to his own and that of his apprentice. Miller and 
he worked from dawn until night-fall. Their work was 
of the most ]>ainful kind ; ' day after day with wet feet 
in a water-logged ditch,* laying stone upon stone imtil 
the cuticle was worn away and the fingers oozed blood. 
In the Schools and Schoolmasters, Miller describes the 
labour of this time as ' torture.' ' How these poor hands 
of mine,' he says, ' burnt and beat at night at this time, 
as if an unhappy heart had been stationed in every 
finger! and what cold chills used to run, sudden 
as electric shocks, through the feverish frame ! ' His 
health waa affected; a dnli. depressing pain weighed 
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upon hia chest, and there were symptoms of pectoral 
blood-spitting. He lost his spirits and thought he was 
going to die. 

Of his state of mind at this time we have two 
ilhisti'ations, the one given in the Schools and School- 
masfera, the other in the letter to Baird. ' Superstition,' 
we quote from the published volume, ' takes a strong 
hold of the mind in circumstances such as those in which 
I was at this time placed. One day when on the top of 
a tall building, pai1 of which we were thi-owing down to 
supply us with materials for our work. I raised up a 
broad slab of red micaceous sandstone, thin as a roofing 
slate, and exceedingly fragile, and, holding it out at arm's 
length, dropped it over the wall. I had been worse than 
usual all that morning, and much depressed ; and, ere 
the slab parted fmm my hand, I said — looking forward 
to but a few months of life — I shall break up like that 
sandstone slab, and perish as little known. But the 
sandstone slab did not break up : a sudden breeze blew 
it aslant as it fell ; it clcaied the rough heap of stones 
below, where I had anticipated it would have been 
shivered to fragments- ; and lighting on its edge, stuck 
upright like a miniatiu-e obelisk, in the soft gi-een sward 
beyond. None of the philosophies or the logics would 
have sanctioned the inference which I immediately drew ; 
but that curious chapter in the history of human belief 
which treats of signs and omens alwunds in such pos- 
tulates and such conclusions, I at once inferred that 
recovery awaited me : I was " to live and not die ; " and 
felt lighter, during the few weeks I afterwards toiled at 
this place, imder the cheering influence of the con- 
viction.' 

In the letter to Baird there is no mention of this 
waking experiment, but he records the following dream : 



— ' I dreamed that I was walking alone, in an evening of 
singular beauty, over a low piece of mai-shy ground 
which hes about half a mile to tlie north of the place 
where [ wrought. On a bank which rises above the 
marsh there is a small burj-ing-ground, and the ruins 
of an old chapel. I dreamed that I arrived at the 
burying-ground , and that it was laid out in a manner 
the most exquisitely elegant. The tombs were of beau- 
tiful and varied workmanship. They were of a style 
either chastely Grecian or gorgeously Gothic ; and en- 
wreathed, and half hid by the flowers and fohage of 
beautiful shrubs, which sprung up and clustered around 
them. Tliere was a profusion of roses, muigled with 
delicate blue flowers of a species I never saw except in 
this dream. The old Gothic chapel seemed roofed with 
stone, and appeared as entire as the day it had been com- 
pleted ; but from the lichens and mosses nith which it 
was covered, it looked more antique than almost any 
building I remember to have seen, 'fhe whole scene 
was relieved against a clear sky, which seemed bright 
aisd mellow as if the sun had set only a minute before. 
Suddenly, however, it became dark and lowering, a low 
breeze moaned through the tombs and bushes, and I 
began to feel the influence of a superstitious terror, 1 
looked towards the chapel, and on its western gable I 
saw an antique-looking, aingidarly fonned beam of 
bronze, which seemed to unite in itself the shapes of the 
hour hand of a clock and the gnomon of a dial. As I 
gazed on it, it turned slowly on its axis mitil it pointed 
at a spot on the sward below. It then remained sta- 
tionarj- as before. My terror increased, — the images of 
my dream became less distinct, and my last recollection 
before I awoke is of a wild night-scene, and of my 
floundering on in the darkness through the marsh below 
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the burying-groiind. A few weeks after the night of 
this dream, one of my paternal cousins in the second 
degree, was seized by a fever of which he died. I attended 
his funeral, aud foimd that the grave had been opened to 
recei\'e his corpse on exactly the patch of sward to which 
the beam had turned.' 

This dream he calls ' a prophecy of contingency ; — 
one of those few dreams which, according to Bacon, 
men remember and believe because they happen to hit, 
not one of the many which they deem idle and foi^et, 
because they chance to miss.' To us it is interesting 
as shomng, esjiecially when taken in connection with 
the small experiment in necromancy previously related, 
how strongly, even at this early period, Hugh Miller's 
mental state was influenced by his physical condition. 
Brooding on early death by day, wandering among 
tombs in night-visions, his brain was rapidly approach- 
ing that degree of agitation at which will and intellect 
fall under the dominion of mania. 

Both in the Schools and Schoolmasters aud in the 
letter to Baird, he dwells upon the TVTetched and dis- 
solute life of the two or three (we have two in the earlier 
accoimt and three in the later) farm-servants who oc- 
cupied the same bothy with himself and his master. In 
his twenty-seventh year Hugh Miller pronounced em- 
phatic condemnation on the bothy system ; he returned 
to the subject when fifty, and it was to enforce his 
opinion by the experience of his life. ' There were,' be 
writes to Baird, 'two unmarried farm-servants who 
lodged with us in the barrack. They were both young 
men ; and the life they were almost necessitated to lead 
was one of the most unfriendly possible to the formation 
of moral character. All day they were employed in the 
monotonous labours of the farm. Their evenings, as 
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they had no home, were spent either in neighbouring 
houses, where young people similarly situated with 
themselves were accustomed to meet, or in a small 
village, about a mile distant, where there was an ale- 
house. Their ordinary pleasures consisted in drinkuig, 
and amusements of a low and gross character ; their 
])rineipal enjoyment they derived from what they termed 
a ball ; and scarce a fortnight passed at this season 
without one being held at the village. It was conmjonly 
midnight before they retiuned to the barrack. The 
effects of this heartless course of life, were apparent in 
their dispositions and conduct. ITiey were Iwimd by 
no ties of domestic affection ; and though they were 
never apart, they seemed to lia\c no other idea of friend- 
ship than that it was a matter of convenience which 
substituted the pleasures of society for the horrors of 
solitude. To a person of a degraded selfish cast of 
mind it is misery to he alone ; and hence it wiU almost 
invariably be found that the more careless a common 
man becomes of his fellows, the less can he live without 
them. The lads were besides extremely ignorant; they 
were of a gay reckless disposition ; and as they enter- 
tained no affection for their employer, and had their 
moral feelings much blimted, the services they rendered 
him were profitless and inefficient, as those services 
generally are which are extorted by necessity, and 
regulated hy only a dread of censure. I could not 
think without regret that they were yet to become hus- 
bands and the fathers of families ; and at this time I 
was first led to perceive that the large farm sjstem has 
been as productive, at least, of moral evil as of physical 
good. By the discoveries in the art of agriculture to 
which it has led, the soil has been meliorated and 
rendered more productive; — but what have been its 
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efifects upon men ? So far as it has extended, it has 
substituted two classes of charat-ter wliich uiay be 
regarded as opposite extremes equall}' removed from the 
intermediate line of excellence, for a class which occupied 
the proper medium. It has given us, for a wise, moral, 
and religious peasantry, gentlemen farmers aiid farm- 
servants ; — the latter in too many instances a class of 
debased helots of the character described ; the former a 
body of men too often marked (though certainly with 
many exceptions) by a union of the worst traits peculiar 
to the opposing classes of country gentlemen and 
merchants, — the supercilious overbeariug manners of 
the one class, — the unfeeling speculative spirit of the 
other.' 

To the same effect is the later statement of his views 
on the subject. ' The deteriorating effect of the large farm 
system,' he HTote, 'is inevitable. . . . Farm-servants, 
as a class, must be lower in the scale than the old tenant- 
farmers, who wi'ought their little famis with their own 
hands ; but it is possible to elevate them far al)ove the 
degraded level of tlie hothy ; and unless means be taken 
to check the spread of the ruinous process of brute- 
making which the system involves, the Scottish people 
will sink, to a certainty, in the agricnltural districts, 
from being one of the most provident, intelligent, and 
moral in Europe, to be one of the most licentious, reck- 
less, and ignorant.' 

If two men ever lived who knew the Scottish people, 
and were able to give an intelligent opinion concern- 
ing them, those two men were Robert Bums and Hugh 
Miller ; and their joint authority in favoiu- of the old 
system and against the new, viewed in relation to the 
capacity of each to produce upright, independent, self- 
respecting men, will hardly be outweighed by the con- 
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sideratioii that large farms, worked by men in botliies, 
Bend most meat to the Loudon niai-ket. 

It may be hoped that such bothies as that in which 
Hugh Miller Uved at this time ure no hmger to be foumt 
in Scotland. The roof leaked ; the sides were ' riddled 
with gaps and breaches ; ' along the ridge, * it was open 
to the sky from gable to gable,' 'so that,' he writes, 
' when I awakened in the night, I could tell what o'clock 
it was, without rising out of bed, by the stars which 
appeared through the opening.' Even in this dismal 
place, however, he contrived to supply liimself with the 
consolations of literature. Fi'om a wanderhig jjedlar he 
obtained the old Scottish poems of Gawin Douglas ond 
William Dnnbar, besides a collection of ' Ancient Scottish 
Poems ' from the MS. of George Bannatj-ne. These 
books he ' perused with great interest, lying on the 
barrack floor, with the page spread out within a few 
inches of the fire.' At last, even this resource failed 
him. The fuel used for warming the barrack became 
soaked with rain, and could not produce a blaze by 
which it was possible to read. There was nothing for 
it but to stick doggedly to work, passing as many hoiu^ 
of the twenty-foiu- in sleep as was practicable. He found 
that, by a little judicious management, a great deal of 
sleep could be got into the twenty-four hours, and that 
sleep was not a bad makeshift in the absence of hvelier 
entertainments. ' I restricted myself,' he writes to Baird, 
' to two meals per day, that inmiediately after taking 
dinner I might go to bed ; and in a short tune this new 
, arrangement became such a matter of habit that I com- 
monly fell asleep every evening about six o'clock, and 
did not rise, sometimes not even awaken, until near 
eight next morning. Since this time I have been ac- 
customed to decide whether I am happy or the contrary 



THE APPRENTJCE. 

(a query of difficulty when one measures one's circum- 
stances by the standards of either hope or fear) liy a test 
extremely simple. I deem the balance to incline to the 
side of happiness when I prefer consciousness to uncon- 
sciousness, — when I consider sleep merely a thing of 
necessity, instead of regarding it as a refuge from the 
tedium of waking inanity, or unpleasant occupation. 
The converse leads me to a contrary conclusion.' In the 
letter from which tliis is quoted he pronounces the 
spring and summer of the first year of his apprenticeship 
' the gloomiest seasons of his life ; ' in the Schools and 
Schoolmasters, the closing period is declared to have 
been 'by far the gloomiest he ever spent.' At both 
periods he suffered about as much as man can suffer ; 
but in the intermediate stages there were glimpses, nay, 
abidmg gleams, of enjoyment. On the 11th of Novem- 
ber, 1S22, his apprenticeship came to an end. 

He wa.s now an accomplished worknian, and perhaps 
in all his books there is no passage more weighty or 
valuable than that in which he gives his estimate of the 
importance of this fact, and impresses upon artisans the 
supreme necessity of being masters of their trade. ' It 
is not nninstructive,' he wTites, 'to observe how strangely 
the public are led at times to attach paramount import- 
ance to what is in reality only subordinately important, 
and to pass over the really paramount without thought 
or notice. The destiny in life of the skilled mechanic 
is much more influenced, for instance, by his second 
education — that of his apprenticeship, — than by his first 
— that of the school ; and yet it is to the education of 
the school that the importance is generally regarded as 
attaching, and we never hear of the other. The careless, 
incompetent scholar has many opportunities of recover- 
ing himself; the careless, incompetent apprentice, who 



APJ-HESTICESIIIP EDCCATIOX 91 

either fails to scr\'e out his regular time, or who, tliougli 
he fulfils his term, is dwcharged an uiferior workman, 
has very few ; anil further, Tiothmg can be more certain 
than that inferiority as a workman bears much more dis- 
astrously on the condition of the mechanic than inferi- 
ority aa a scholar. Unable to maintain his place amoTig 
brother joumejinen, or to render himself worthy of the 
average wages of Ins craft, the ill-taught mechanic falls 
out of regular employment, subsists precariously for a 
time on occasional jobs, and either, forming idle habits, 
becomes a vagabond tramper, or, getting into the toils of 
some rapacious taskmaster, becomes an enslaved sweater. 
For one workman injured by neglect of his school edu- 
cation, there are scores ruined by neglet^t of their ap- 
prenticeship education. Three-foiu'ths of the distress of 
the country's mechanics (of course not reckoning that of 
I the unhappy class wlio have to compete with machinery), 
' and nine-tenths of their vagabondism, will he found 
restricted to inferior workmen, \\\io, like Hogarth's 
" careless* apprentice," neglected the opportunities of then- 
second term of education. The sagacious painter hud a 
I truer insight into this matter than most of oiu- modern 
I educationists.' 

During his apprenticeship the character of Miller 
I began to reveal the essential traits which we afterwards 
r find in it. ' Gloomy ' many of its seasons were ; the 
' gloomiest ' of his life, — at least until he became a liter- 
ary celebrity and editor of a religions newspaper : but 
I both its gloom and its gladness went to the making and 
matimng of his character. The aching joint, the fevered 
Jtulse, the breast oppressed with pain, the eye swimming 
In bewildered trance of agony and exhaustion ; the 
Meditative midnight hour, when his eye marked the stars 
tt8 they crossed the rent in the roof, the evening wander- 
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inga in woodland and by stream when sunset clothed 
in ruddy light the old tower on the crag; these con- 
stituted the tnie education of Hugh Miller. Henceforth 
we recognize him as the man he was, and are able to 
trace in his comitenance those lines of fortitude and re- 
solution which 80 strongly marked that of his father. 
He had won the first decisive victory of Ufe, earnest 
of all other victories, the victory of reason and conscience 
over momentary inclination, of intelligent will over lag- 
gai"d indolence and lawless impulse. He had disciplined 
the wayward activity of boyhood into manly force. He 
had chastened rude strength into ordered energy. Blus- 
tering self-assertion, juvenile conceit, had given place to 
deliberate self-respect; and that rebellious disposition 
which had perplexed his uncles and been the despair of 
his mother was calmed and concentrated into modesty, 
into self-command, into the gentleness of conscious 
power. The flawed and brittle ii-on had become steel. 
' Noble, upright, self-relying Toil,' he exclaims, with 
grand enthusiasm, ' who that knows thy solid worth 
and value would be ashamed of thy hard hands, and thy 
soiled vestments, and thy obscure tasks, — thy humble 
cottage, and hard couch, and homely fare ! ' 

Not, however, to all men is toil an education and 
liardship a blessing. Hugh Miller came to his appren- 
ticeship fortified against eviX and prepared for good by 
that training in courage and truthfulness, in just thought 
and manly feeling, which he had miconsciously received 
in companionship with his imcles. Those gentlemen of 
natiu-e's finest modelling were, though he knew it not, 
the examples by which he shaped himself. He acted on 
all occasions as he felt that Uncle James or Uncle Sandy 
would have acted in the circumstances. Nor can we err 
in affirming that the incidents and results of Miller's 



PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE. 93 

apprenticeship prove that there was a remarkable sound- 
ness in his original constitution, a fund of natural health, 
moral and intellectual, of genial hiunour and of homely 
wisdom. How bravely he makes the most of adverse 
circumstances ! How cheerfully he acconmiodates him- 
self to his situation ! How kindly are the relations 
he establishes between himself and his coarse and riot- 
ous associates ! There is nothing which he cannot 
assimilate and apply to his mental nutriment, and he is 
animated by a quiet, half-conscious, but steadfast ambi- 
tion for self-culture. He has a deep-lying conviction of 
his ability to rise above the sphere in which he finds 
himself placed; but he has already got firm hold of 
a very ancient philosophy of life, a philosophy which 
has been of use to wise men in every age ; and it has 
made him comparatively indifferent to what is called 
success. According to this philosophy, happiness is 
too subtle an essence to be purchased with gold, or 
to be' dealt out wholesale to one class of men as dis- 
tinguished from another ; the rude fare of the peasant 
.is as sweet to him as his dainties to the peer; the 
honest pride which warms the heart of the capable artisan 
is as instinct with joy as the aristocrat's pride of rank 
or birth ; nature's face has a smile for all who will lov- 
ingly look into it ; and rising in the world may mean 
falling in all that makes life precious, character illustri- 
ous, man happy. 
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' Here also is a man who can handle both pen and hammer like a man.' 




iVOCRABLE OPINIONS PKOM OLD DAVID WRIGHT AND UNCLE 
JAMES— nasT WORK AS JOURSEVMAS — AUNT JENNt's COT- 
TAGE — SENDS POETICAL PIECES TO ROSS — BELP-DELINEA- 
TION. 

ON returning to Cromarty, Miller soon regains his 
health, and things wear for him on the whole a 
pleasant aspect. Old David Wright, who had occasion- 
ally been morose to his apprentice (his own distresses im- 
peratively demanding that reliet) now declares that, though 
imsecured to him hy any written agreement, Hugh had 
been ' beyond comparison more tractable and obedient 
than any indentured pupil he ever had.' Uncle James, 
whose predictions of failure at work, as a natural sequel 
to failure at school, had contributed not a little to the 
support of Miller at the worst time — for it would be ex- 
quisitely gratifying to pimish and to please Uncle James 
by one and the same coiu^e of action — does ample justice 
to the faithfulness with which, from a mere sense of 
honour, he has completed his engagement, and owns that 
there is iu him, after all, the making of a man. 

Hia first emplo)Tiieiit as a joumejinan is character- 
istic. To seek reiiumerative employment — to start in 
life for himself — would be his natural impulse. But the 
better and homelier part of his nature has now ripened, 
and kindness of heart, one of his deepest qualities, proves 
stronger than the prompting of ambition. ' Aunt Jenny," 
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a sister of his mother, who had long wished to have some 
dwelling whicli she could call her own, and in which hei" 
spinning-wheel and knitting-needles might supply her 
modest wants, had never siirmounterl the alarm occasioned 
by the prospect of imjing rent. Hugh inherited a little 
piece of garden gro\md from his father. Part of this he 
now devotes to the purpose of building a cottage for Aunt 
Jenny. Money he has none, but the few pounds which 
his aimt has saved are enough to buy wood for the roof 
and to pay for carting the necessary stones and mortar, 
and he builds the cottage. The worthy aunt is saved 
from fear of rent for the remainder of her days, and Hugh 
has his reward. The cottage is still to be seen in the 
village of Cromarty, bearing witness, while stone and 
lime endure, to the competence of Hugh Miller as a stone- 
mason, and to the simplicity, solidity, and kindliness of 
his character. It is in little circumstances like this that 
one learns infallibly what is in a man. When the scenes 
are arranged, the audience assembled, the attitude given, 
it is easy to act the generous part ; but the quiet hearts 
heroism, miseen I>y the world, unsurmised even by itself, 
which makes Hugh Miller pause, on the threshold of life, 
to build a cottage for Aunt Jenny, cannot deceive us. 

This undertaking is completed in the spring of 1833, 
and the day has now come when employment must be 
sought in earnest. Some little time elapses — two or 
three weeks at most — during which he loolvs in vain. ' I 
was a good deal depressed,' he writes to Baird. ' I was 
somewhat diffident of my skill as a workman ; and I felt 
too, very strongly, the force of that sentiment of Bums to 
which we are indebted for his excellent elegiac poem, 
" Man is made to mourn." " There is nothing," said the 
poet, " that gives me a more mortifying picture of himian 
life than a man seeking work." ' 



^^^ WRITES TO BOSS. UO 

During the brief intennl between the building of 
Aunt Jenny's cottage and Iiis first engagement as a jour- 
neyinan, he wTites to William Ross, now in Edinburgh, 
and copies out for him a selection of Itis poems. The 
letter is not without interest from tlie enthusiasm of its 
nfiection for the friend to whom it is addi'essed. 

' I have long since promised you copies of nil my 
little poetical pieces which you were so good-natured as 
to approve of, and I now send you them. I am too vain 
to forget how much you iised to praise them ; but was it 
not as the productions of a half-taught boy that you did 
so ? and if you loved them, was it not merely because they 
were written by your friend ? I now see that many of 
thera are extremely juvenile, and this could not have 
escaped i/ou; but I dare say you did best in not telling rae 
80. I would have been disheartened, and have perhaps 
stood still. And yet even now, when I see many of their 
faults, hke a tme parent, I love them notwithstanding ; 
but it is more for the sake of the association connected 
with them than for tlieir own sakes. Some of them were 
composed among the rocks of my favourite hill when I 
played truant ; some of them in Marcus cave, when the 
boys who had chosen me for their leader were engaged 
in picking shell-fish from the skerries for oiu' dinner ; some 
of them in the work-shed, some in tlie barrack. And 
thus, like the purse of Fortunatus, which was made of 
leather but produced gold, though not rich in themselves 
they are full of riches to me. They are redolent of the 
past and of you ; remember how I used to run to yoiu- 
closet with every piece the moment I had finished it, 
that you might say something in its favour. You were 
the whole public for whom I wrote. You mil not deem 
rae paradoxical when I say that the pieces I send you are 
full of scenery and character, though poor in description 
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and manner, and rich in thought and sentiment though 
meagre, perhaps, and commonplace. Your affection for 
me will, I dare say, make them poetry to you too. Do 
you think I shall ever write what will he deemed poetry 
by anybody else ? I deem my intimacy with you the 
most important affair of my life. I have enjoyed more 
from it than from anything else, and have been more 
improved by it than by all my books. Since you left 
me I have not advanced an inch; — have you no means 
of impelling me onward when at a distance? or is it 
necessary, as in Physics, that before communicating 
motion to me, we must come in contact ? ' 

The poems are fluent and vivacious, but display little 
original power or depth of melody. The following lines, 
probably written among the woods of Conon during his 
apprenticeship, are not without a certain pensive sweet- 
ness and sincerity. 



THE DAYS THAT ARE GONE. 

' On tbe frienda of my youth and tha days that aro gone, 
In the depth of the wild wood I ponder alone, 
And my heart by a sad gloomy epirit is moved 
WheD I view the fair scones that in childhood I loved. 
Harsh roars the rough ocean, o'ercast is the sky, 
The voice of the wind passeth mournfully hy ; 
For winter reigns wide ;^" sure 'tie winter with me," 
But a spring to my winter I never shall see; 
For anght of earth's joys 'tis unmnnly to moan, 
Yet hurslB the sad sigh for the days that are gOD& 

The fair flowers of summer have vanished away, 
The green shrub is withered, and leaflcBS the spray ; 
Yet memory, half sad and half sportive, still shows 
How bloomed the blue violet, how blossomed tiie rose. 
Say, shall not that memory as fondly retain 
Hold of joys I have proved as of charms I have s( 
Yea — Nature's fair scenes are more dear to this heart 
Than the trophies of love or the pageants of art. 
Yet more to this bosom those friends are endeared, 
By whom in life's dawn the gay momenta were cheered ; 
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Srore clieriiilied, though ilarlcer their memory shall he. 
Than that o( the rose or tlie viulet by me. 

Ve rocks, whoae rough aummilB seeni lost in tlie clouds, 
Ye fountains, ye cavea, and jb dark waving iroodB, 
In the still voice of memory ye bid me to moura 
For the joya and the years tliat must never return, 
The years ere the gay hopes of youth were laid low, 
Or hope half- despondent had wept o'er tlio blow, 
The joys, era my knowledge of mankind began 
By proving the tolls and the sorrows of man. 

Yet why should I sorrow? — poor ciiild of decay, 
Myselfl like my pleasures, must vanish away, 
And life in tbe view of my spirit may aeew 
The towing confused of a feverish dream. 
Yes, life is a dream, a wild dream where the will 
Striveth vainly the precepts of right to fulSI ; 
A dream where the dreamer to sorrow is tied ; 
A dream where proud reason hut weakly can guide : 
It controls not ray spirit, despite of my will, 
The joya of the bypaat are haunting ine atill. 

And oil when all bright on my night slumbers break 
The spirits of pleasures I prize when awake, 
When 1 seize them with gladness and revel in joy. 
Comes the beam of the morning my hliae to destroy ; 
Away on the light wings of slumber they fly. 
While their memory remains, and I languish and sigh. 
ileys of bright pleasure ! clays of delight 1 
From me ye for ever Lave wing&d your flight. — 
But the calm pensive Muse still remains to beguile 
The day of dark thought, of afSiction and toil ; 
By the gloom of the present the past to endear. 
By the joys of the bypaat the present to cheer.' 

In a poetical epistle to a friend, wliom I take to he 
Ross himself, we liave a significant glimpse of Miller's 
feelings ttith respect to the lawlessness of his school- 
days. 

' Oh I well to theo are all those foibles known. 

Which tu a stranger I would blush to own ; 

For well you knew me when in youth I strayed ; 



Wlion of untutored genius weakly vain, 

I spurned instruction wilh a vile disdain ; 

Yet dared t' expect, unskilled in classic lore. 

To song's proud heights the untutored Muse would soar 

Vain hope 1 These rude, unpolislied lines roust show 

How weak my thouglits, how harsli my numbers flow.' 
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It is a deeply characteristic trait that Hugh Miller 
should, as a schoolboy, have been so conscious of his 
genius as to feel himself empowered to spurn instruction, 
and that, as an apprentice, a year or two after leaving 
school, he should have already convinced himself of the 
feeble vanity of the idea. 

Occasionally there is a vividness of conception in 
these pieces, which presents the individual figure or pic- 
tiu'e in outline so distinct and coloiurs so brilliant, that it 
flashes in clear visibility upon the eye of the mind. 
The raven in the following sketch is as palpably bodied 
forth as Tennyson's wild hawk staring with his foot on 
the prey. 

* Foulest of the birds of heaven, 
O'er thee flaps the hungry raven ; 
Hark ! his loud and piercing cry, 
Pilgrim, hark I that faint reply ; 
Soon, on yonder rocky shore, 
Shall he bathe his wing in gore, 
Bathe each wing, while dives his beak 
In a cold wave- beaten cheek ; 
Cold, — the fierce tides o'er it flowing ; 
Cold, though now with life 'tis glowing.' 

A copy of verses * written at the close of the year,' 
is dated for us in two lines which occur in its most 
mournful passage. 

* Shall ill indeed no more annoy ? 

Is life in truth a flowery plain ? — 
Ah, wherefore look for coming joy 

When all the past is black with pain ? 
That strong-wing'd Spoiler oft I've seen 

Around that checkered circlet flee ; 
(For, lo ! this weary world has been 

These eighteen years a home to me.) 
Yes, I have seen him pass away 
Slow o'er misfortune's gloomy day, 
Stem joy seemed his when sorrow laid 
Her cold hand on the sufferer's head ; 
But ah ! when aught resembling peace 
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For ODe short Lour bade moiiming cease, 
Like ligbt*8 fleet ray be sped bim on, 
And soon tbe tearless hour was gone. 
Still shall he fly, and joy and pain 
Shall mark tliis checkered life again. 
Till sorrow's soothing plaint be made 
All lonely o'er tbe nameless dead ; 
And all that Fate or Fortune gave. 
Be summed up o'er my tombless grave.' 

Not altogether tombless ! — The melancholy vein soon 
gives place to one of sprightlier flow, and perhaps more 
genuine feeling. Here is a rhymed contribution to that 
sad yet smiling philosophy of life to which allusion was 
lately made. 

' Let calm content, let placid rest. 

For the wild joys of fame suffice ; 
Nor grandeur, clothed in gorgeous vest, 

And tempting form, allure mine eyes ; 
But let tbe lowly Muse descend. 

With fancied bliss to glad my view, 
And I shall bail her as a friend, 

And deem her dear delusions true. 
For life's a long, dark, feverish dream. 

And he does best who dreams it well ; 
Whose paths with fancied pleasures beam, 

Wliose griefs no sign of woe can tell 
• • • « 

Tis madness to anticipate 
The dark-browed angry storms of fate. 
Life of itself is hard to bear ; 
But wherefore drop tbe doubtful tear ? 
When gentle zephyrs fan tbe trees. 
And daisies bloom and roses blow, 
Why sad because the wintry breeze 
Shall bring the bitter frost and snow ? ' 

We may here take in the following somewhat high- 
flown account of himself, which served as preface to a 
second copy of his juvenile poems, with which he seems 
to have favoured Ross. 



THE JOURNEYMAN. 



'Cromartj-, March 15, 1823. 

'Dear Willie, — '1823 would have sounded 
oddly seven years ago, about which time we first got 
acquainted, yet by the natimil course of things it has 
become the present time, and the bj-past years live only 
in the memory of the evil or good committed in them. 
In 1815 I was a thoughtless, careless schoolboy, who 
proved his spirit by playing tniant three weeks in the 
four, and his genius by writing rhymes which plensed 
nobody but himself. In 1823, that same schoolboy finds 
himself a journeyman mason, not quite so free from care, 
but as much addicted to rhjming as ever. But is this 
ail ? Can he boast of no good effect produced by the 
experience of a space of time which brings him from his 
thirteenth to his twentieth year ? Has that time passed 
away in a manner useless to himself and uninteresting to 
others ? Not entirely so, for in that time he got acquainted 
with William Ross ; in that time he changed the thought- 
less hilarity of nature for the plncid, tideless composure of 
sentiment; and in that time the gay hopes of fortune 
and of fame which engaged him even in the simplest 
days of his childhood have changed into a less noble, 
tliough not a less pleasing form. His happiness no 
longer depends upon the hope of the apphmse of others 
— not even upon the approbation of his friends — he acts 
and he wTites for himself. His own judgment is his 
critic — his own soul is the world to which he addresses 
himself; but do not imagine that his own tongue sounds 
his own praise, which I am afraid, if I went on any 
longer in this strain, you might justly sny.' 
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iAIKl.OCII — LETTERS DESCItlPTlVE OF HIS JOrRNEY FROM 
CONON-SIDE AND OF GAIRLOCH SCENERY — LOVE-FOETRY^ — 
THE CARTER — OIJ) JOHN FHASER— A DREAM — MAGNANIMOUS 
KKl'ENQE—- GAIRI.OCH LANDSCAPES — HACK TO CROMARTY. 



ABOUT niidsiinimer work tiims up, and Hugh starts 
again for Coiion-side, whence he is ordered to Gnir- 
loch on the western coast of Ross-shire. A month after 
his arrival he is confined to his barrack with a crushed 
foot, and takes his pen to write to a friend in CTOuiarty. 
There is one letter complete, and part of another. Read- 
ers mil, perhaps, like to have these compositions as thej 
came from the pen of Miller in his twenty-first year. 

'Gairlocli, July, 1823. 

' Yon may expect a very long letter. I was so im- 
hicky, two days ago, as to get my left foot cnished in a 
quarry by a huge stone, and I am now completely chained 
to my seat. My comrades are all out at work, I have 
no hooks, and the hours pass away heavily enough ; but 
I have just set myself to try whether I cannot beguile 
them by conversing with you. Yon are sitting before 
me on a large smooth stone, the ordy spare seat in the 
barrack (my oivn — for I love to sit soft — I have ciish- 
ioaed with a sod), and I have to tcU you a long gossiping 
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story— which, after all, is no storj- — of my journey hither, 
and of what I have been seeing and doing since ■! came. 
Draw yoiir seat a Uttle nearer me, that 1 may begin. 

' I came here about a month ago, after a delightftil 
joiuTiey of two days from Conon-side, fi-om whence I 
have been despatched by my employer with another 
mason hid, and a comical fellow, a carter, to procure 
materials for the building. Though the youngest of the 
party, I am intrusted «ith the charge of the others, in 
consideration of my great gravity and wonderful com- 
mand of the pen ; but, as far as the carter is concerned, 
the charge is a truly woefid one. He Indlies, and swears, 
and steals, and tells lies, and cares for nobody. I am 
stronger, however, and more active than he, and must 
give him a beatmg when I have recovered my lameness, 
to make my commission good. My comrade, the mason, 
and I have been living in a state of warfare with him 
ever since we came here. On the raoniiug we set out 
from Conon-side he left us to drive his cart and went to 
Dingwall, where he loitered and got drunk ; we, in 
turn, after waiting for him for two long hours at the 
village of Contin, drove away, leaving him to follow us 
on foot as he best might, — for at least thirty miles ; and 
he has not yet forgiven us the trick. 

' You have never seen Contin, and so I must show- 
it you. It is a beautiful Highland vdlage, pleasantly 
situated on the sweep of a gentle declivity, which ter- 
minates behind the houses, on the banks of a ri\er, and 
is covered atop by the mansion-house and pleasure- 
grounds of Sir George McKenzie of Coul, a gentleman 
not quite unknown in the literary world. Towards the 
north the gigantic Ben Wyvis lifts up his huge burly 
head, like leviathan among the lesser inhabitants of the 
deep. There is a much smaller, but more beautiful, hill 
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Oil the north-west, which rises out of the middle of a low 
valley, and is washed on two of its sides by the rivers 
Conon and Contin. It is of a p}Tnniidical shape, and 
80 regidariy formed that one might »lniost deem it a 
work of art., and regard it not as a little hill, hut as an 
immense pyramid. Farther away, and on the opposite side 
of the valley, there is a range of steep precipitous nioim- 
tains, barred with rock and speckled with birch, and 
varying in colom-, according to their distance, from brown 
to purple, and from purple to light-blue. In a corner 
of the landscape, and at the base of one of these hills, 
though considerably elevated above the river, we see the 
old time-shattered tower of Fairbarn— tflll, grey, ghastly, 
and like a giant eremite musing in solitude. It is five 
storeys in height, with only a single room on each floor, 
turreted at every angle, and irregularly perforated by 
narrow oblong windows and shot-holes. For the first cen- 
tury after its erection it is said to have been unfurnished 
with a door, and to have been climbed ihto by means of 
a ladder ; but when the times became quieter, and the 
proprietors more honest, they struck out for themselves 
the present entrance, a door scarcely five feet in height. 
The earlier McKenzies of Fairbum (a family now extinct) 
are famed in tradition as daring freebooters, and men of 
inmiense personal strength, I liave heard my uncle say that 
the two strongest men in the allied army of Marlborough 
and Eugene were Munro of Newmore and McKenzic of 
Fairbum. The one could raise a piece of ordnance to 
,his breast, and the other to his knee, which no third 
man of eighty thousand could lift from the ground. But 
I forget my picture. See, there are the hills — steep, 
abrupt, jagged at their summit, and here and there 
strejikcd with snow. Two beautiful Highland streams 
wind through the plain below, which is partially covered 
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with woods of birch and hazel, and dotted with little 
black cottages, while a line of large beeches and a snug 
little village occupy the foreground. 

' A httle beyond Contin, the road enters a birch wood, 
and forms the only object in view which reminds one of 
man. It is but a few years since it has l)een made; I 
even saw in a little recess in the wood the ruins of two 
of tlie unwheeled carts (sledges rather) which were in use 
among the Highlanders here prior to its fonnation. We 
were met at the place by a company of men fi-om Loch- 
broora, with their grey plaids, as the day was extremely 
warm, rolled up in a knapsack form on their shoidders, 
— three nf the party had foldetl up their breeches in the 
same bundle. They were all travelling towards Ferin- 
tosh to the sacrament. A little farther on the appearance 
of the country is extremely pleasant. On our right there 
rose a ridge of abnipt rocky hills, from the hanging clifis 
of which the hazel and mountain ash shot out their 
gnarled and t^^^sted tnuiks almost horizontally over the 
road; on oiu- left a small but beautiful loch filled the 
bottom of the glen. After di-iving a few miles farther 
we were presented with quite a different scene, — a bleak 
extended moor, through which a few sluggish streams 
rather oozed than flowed, with here and there a dwarf 
oak or birch,— the upper branches decayed and bleached 
white with the storms of winter. We saw at one place 
some very large and very old oak trees — one of them 
standing, the others fallen. The one which stands is 
about six feet in diameter, and is so entirely divested of 
its upper branches that it resembles a green spire, and 
80 hollow at bottom that it reminded me of a large tar- 
barrel. A still bulkier tree lies doddered and leafless 
beside it, and not many yards away there is an immense 
heap of sawn timber, originally of an inferior quality, 
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rotting on the ground — the property of some unfor- 
tunate speciUatist. I thought at the time that I might 
have met with many things less characteristic of the past 
and present ages than the oak and the sawn wood. The 
one spoke of an age of barbarism, in which whole forests 
were eitlier suffered to moulder on the soil which had 
produced them or removed by fire as positive encimi- 
brances ; the other, of the days of projectors and bank- 
ruptcy. 

' The sun disappeared behind one of the hills on 
our right when we were yet several miles from our 
stage, and the evening gave promise of a storm. The 
clouds thickened as the night advanced, and there 
came on a chill drizzling rain. I had untied the 
bundle in which we had packed up our bed-clothes, 
and with a thick coverlet which I raised on foiu* pike 
handles, I was forming a tilt over the cart, when a 
sudden turn of the road brought us full in view of the 
solitary inn of Achnicion, and ere I had replaced the 
coverlet, we had driven up to it. We found in it a cheer- 
ful fire and an obliging landlord, excellent things in 
themselves, and particularly so in the midst of a desert ; 
and it did not detract from our pleasure to hear the rain 
pattering on the windows and the blast howling wildly 
over the roof. From the door of the inn I saw a di-eary 
prospect of a barren and moimtainous country stretching 
away for several miles, and clothed in the black-grey 
tints of a stormy smmncr evening. The hills were 
covered with wTeaths of mist, which, ever and anon, 
rolling into the valleys, brought with them a fresh deluge. 
And the sounds which predominated were well-nigh as 
dreary as the scene. There was the sullen roar of a dis- 
tant river, the louder and more rattling dash of a large 
itream which rushes over a rocky declivity beside the 
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we^.tem gable of the inn, the howl of the winti, the 
puttering of the rain, and, heard nt intervals, the distant 
bark of a shee|) dog. ITic landlord of Achnicion is a 
kind active old man of about seventy, bis wife an indo- 
lent slattern of nineteen. The match was a love one on 
at least one side, — will jou believe it ? on the side of the 
lady, who would have broken her heart, it is said, had 
not the old man married her. 

' We were awakened next morning by the carter 
storming in an adjoining room at both ua and the land- 
lord, who strove to defend its ; and so terrible was the 
noise he made that every person in the inn gathered 
round the door to see what was the matter. He actually 
howled out tlie story of his wrongs and of his suiFerings. 
He had been galled during his joimiey with a pair of bnd 
shoes and a large bundle, and knocked up about seven 
miles short of the stage, where he had to beg lodgings 
for the night, having dnmk all hb money before leaving 
Dingwall. Piu'ious as he was, however, we succeeded in 
pacifying him,— paitly by dint of tlmiats, partly through 
the mediation of a few gills of whisky ; and then set out 
with him on our joiu-ney. The morning somewhat re- 
sembled the preceding night. Large volumes of mist 
seemed sleeping on the distant hills, and the long low 
moors that lie aroimd Achnicion appeared more dismally 
bleak beneath the shadow of the thick hea\7 clouds 
which brooded over them, 

' The weather cleared up as we proceeded. We had 
quitted the highway immediately on leaving the inn, and 
our path, which seemed to have been formed rather by 
the feet of animals than the hands of men, went vvinding 
for about seven miles through a brown moory valley, 
whose tedious length was enlivened by a blue oblon| 
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TaVe, — beautiful in itself, hut reflecting, like the mirror of 
a homely female, the tame and milovety featmes that 
hung over it, At its upper end we found the niins of a 
solitary cottage, the only vestige of man in the valley. 
We then began to descend into a deep narrow glen or 
ravine, through which there runs a Utile brattling stream- 
let, the first we saw falling towards tlie Atlantic. Tlio 
hills rise to a great height on either hand, bare, rocky, 
stripped into long fiurows, mottled over with debris and 
huge fragments of stone, and nearly destitute of even 
heather. The day had become clear and pleasant, but 
the voice of a bird was not to be heard in this dismal 
place, nor sheep nor goat to be seen among the cliffs. I 
Lh wish my favourite John Bunyan had passed a night m it 
^^P at the season when the heath-tires of the shepherds are 
^^ flaming on the heights above, — were it but to enable 
him to impart more tangibility to the hills which border 
the dark valley of the shadow of death. Through the 
gloomy vista of the ravine a little paradise seemed 
opening before us, — a paradise like that which Mirza 
^^_ contemplated from the heights of Bagdad, of smooth 
^^H water and green islands. " There," said my comrade, 
^^B " is Loch Marie ; — we have to sail over it for about 
, fourteen miles, as there is no path on which we could 

brnig the cart with the baggage ; but the horse and 
his nmster must push onward on foot." The carter 
growled like an angry bear, but said nothmg we could 
imderstand. Emerging from the ravine our road ran 
^^_ through a little nioory plain, bordered with hills which 
^^B seemed to have at one time formed the shores of the 
^^H lake. A few patches of com and potatoes, that, sur- 
^^^B rounded by the brown heath, remmded me of openings 
^^H in a dark sky, together with half a dozen miserable- 
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looking cottages, a littie larger than ant-hills, though not 
quite 90 regularly formed, showed us that this part of 
the country had its inhal)itants. 

' We found out and bargaLoed with the boatman, left 
the carter and his horso to make the best of their way 
by land, and were soon sweeping over the surface of 
the lake. I have already fatigued you with description, 
but I must attempt one picture more. Imagine a 
smooth expanse of water stretching out before us for at 
least eighteen miles, and bordered on both sides by lofty 
moimtaina, — abrupt, precipitous, and pressing on one 
another, like men in a crowd. On the eastern shore 
they rise so suddenly from the water that the eye passes 
over them mile after mile without resting on a single 
spot where a boat might laud ; on the west their bases 
are fringed by a broken irregular plain, partially covered 
with a fir wood. At the higher end of the lake two 
mountains, loftier and more inaccessible than any of the 
others, shoot up on either hand as if to the middle sky, 
and we see large patches of snow still resting on their 
summits, — gleaming like the banners of a fortress to tell 
us that they are strongholds held by the spirits of winter, 
— and fi-om whence they are to descend, a few months 
hence, to ravage the country below. From one of these 
mountains there descended two small streams, which, 
falling from rock to rock, leaped into the lake over the 
lower precipice, and, whitened into foam by the steep, 
ness of their course, reminded me, as they hurried 
through the long heath tlien in blossom, of strips of 
ermine on a cloak of purple. Towards the north the 
islands seem crowded together like a flock of water-fowl. 
They vary in character, some barren and heathy, others 
fertile and tufted ivith wood. On the largest, which is 
of the better and more pleasing description, and bears. 
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by way of distinction, the name of the lake, there is an 
ancient burjing-ground, and, as I have heard said, a 
Dmid or Runic monument. I would fnin have landed 
on it, but night was fast coming on, and besides, my 
time was niy employer's, not my Qvra. 

' At the lower end of the lake we encountered a large 

boat full of people. A piper stood in the bows, and the 

wild notes of his bag-pipe, softened by distance and 

mnltiplied by the echoes of the mnnntains, formed a 

mnsic that suited well with the character of the scene. 

"It is a wedding party," said my comrade; " they are 

going to that white house which yon see at the foot of 

the hill. I wish you understood Gaelic : — the boatmen 

are telling me strange stories of the loch that I know 

would dehght you. Do you see that little green island, 

that lies off about half a mile to the right? The boldest 

Highlander in the country would hesitate to land there 

an hour after simset. It is said to be haunted by 

I wraiths and fairies, and every variety of land and water 

I spirit. Directly in the mid(lle of it there is a little lake, 

in the lake an island, and on the island a tree beneath 

which the Queen of the Fairies holds her coiu"t. WTiat 

would you not give to see her p " Night came on before 

, we got landed ; and we lost sight of the lake while ^^et 

I Bailing over it. Is it not strange that ivith all its beauty 

I it should be so httle known ? I never heard nor met 

I with so much as its name, until it opened upon me with 

I bII its islands, except once, in a copy of verses written by 

■ a gentleman of the parish of Cromarty — a Mr William- 

I.Bon. The voyage terminated about an hour after night- 

l&ll, our journey an hour after midnight. 

' Good-bye. My companions are just coming in 
(,to dinner. Shall we not have another teie-d-teie to- 
taorrow ? ' 

VOL. t. s 
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•Gairlocfa, July, 1823. 
' 'Twas as well you didu't wait dinner with us yester- 
A&y ! We lia\'e fjiiarrelled mth the minister's wife, who, 
to avenge herself, magnanimously refuses to sell ua any 
milk, and so our only food, in the material at least, i£ 
oatmeal, prepare it as we may. The carter steals fish 
and potatoes, and contrives to fare pretty well, but wo 
who are honest come on badly enough. For my own 
part, however, I am not far from being happy, notwith- 
standing. — Do look roimd, just for one mmute, and see 
the sort of place in which a man can be happy. The sun 
is looking in at us tlirough the holes in the roof, — 
speckling the floor with bright patches, till it resembles 
a piece of cahco. There are two windows in the 
apartment ; one of them filled up with tiu'f and stone, the 
other occupied by an old unglaxed frame. The fire ia 
placed against the rough unplastered gable, into which 
we have stuck a pin for suspending our pot over it, — tTio 
smoke finds its way out through the holes of the roof 
and the window. Our raeal-sack hangs by a rope from 
one of the rafters, at the height of a man's head from the 
floor, — otu" only means of preserving it from our thievish 
cohabitants, the rats. As for our fiu-niture, 'tis altogether 
admirable. Tlie two large stones are the steadiest seats 
I ever sat on, though, perhaps, a little ponderous when 
we have occasion to shift them; and the bed, which 
pray observe, is perfectly unique. It is formed of a 
pair of the minister's harrows, with the spikes turned 
down, and covered with an old door and a bunch of 
straw ; and as for culinary utensils, yonder is a wooden 
cog, and here a pot, AVe are a Httle extravagant, to be 
sure, in our household expenses, for times are somewhat 
hard ; but meal and salt, and every other item included, 
none of us have yet exceeded half a crown per week.^ 
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You may now boast, like a true scholar, who looks only 
at the past, of Diogenes aud his tub and the comforts of 
philosophy. 

' The Gairloch, as you will find by consulting your 
map, is an arm of the aea on the western coast of Rosa- 
shire. Its length is perhaps somewhat more than eight 
miles, its breadth varies from three to five. Where it 
opens towards the sea the water ia deep, and clear of 
sunken rocks ; nearer its bottom there are several smaD 
islands. The shores, with the exception of two or three 
little sandy bays, are steep and rocky ; the surrounding 
comitry ia Highland in the extreme. The manse, beside 
wliich I reside, and at which I um employed, is situated 
on the northern shore, and about two Inmdred yards 
from the sea. There rises behind it a flat moory hill, 
speckled with lai^e grey stones and patches of com, 
somewhat larger than beds of onions, only not quite so 
regularly 'laid out. Farther away there is a little 
Bcattered village, composed of such hovels as one com- 
monly finds in the remote Highlands, pnd containing 
from eighty to a himdred inhabitants, who are crofters 
and fishermen. It is a fact that the Ilighlimder of the 
present day, and the Higldander of four himilred years 
ago, li\e in huts of exactly the same construction : 
and their mode of agriculture here has been quite as 
stationary. 

' I must enable you to form an estimate of it. The 
arable land is equally divided among all the families of 
the village; a long brown moor which lies behind it 
affords pasture to their cattle, of which every one has 
an equal number, namely, two. The rents they ])ay 
the proprietor, and which they derive from the herring 
fishery, are of course also equal. There is neither horse 
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spade, termed a eass chrom, and the hoe, suppljnng the 
place of the latter, — the Highlander himself, and more 
particularly his wife, that of the former ; — for here (shall 
I venture the expressioii ?), as in all semi-barbarous 
countries, the woman seems to be regarded rather as the 
drudge than the companion of the man. It is the part 
of the husband to turn up the land and sow it ; the wife 
conveys the manure to it in a square creel with a slip 
bottom, tends the com, reaps it, hoes the potatoes, digs 
them up, and carries the whole home on her back. 
When bearing the creel she is also engaged in spinning 
with the distaff and spindle. I wish you but saw with 
what patience these poor females continue working thus 
doubly employed, for the greater part of a long siunmer's 
day. I frequently let the mallet rest on the stone before 
me, as some one of them passes by, bent nearly double 
with the load she is carrying, yet busily engaged in 
stretching out and turning the yam with her right hand, 
and winding it up with her left. Can you imagine a 
more primitive system of agriculture, or wonder that I 
should be half inclined to imagine that, instead of having 
taken a journey of a few score miles to witness it, I had 
retraced for that puqiose the flight of time for the last 
six centuries ? 

* I am now going to turn gossip, and to give you 
some stories of myself. I am a great egotist ; but how 
can I help it ? I have no second-hand narratives to re- 
late ; and of what I myself see, I must tell you what I 
myself think. With all the (hfferent members of the 
miJiister's family I have become ncquntnted in some de- 
gree or other. The minister himself occasionally honours 
me with a nod ; his wife, who has no particular quarrel 
with me, for 'twas not I who remarked that her milk 
" smelt of the last week," has once or twice had some little 
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gossip with me. I am busily courting her three maids, 
who, though they have not a syllable of English amongst 
them, are very kindly teaching me Gaelic ; and from a 
young lad}', the governess of her children, I have bor- 
rowetl a few books. One of these, though published in 
Inverness about twelve years ago, I have uot had the 
chance of seeing before. It is a small volume of poems 
by a Miss Campbell, then a young lady of seventeen. 
At even that early age she was a poetess, and rich in 
those sentiments and feelings which we deem so fas- 
cinating in the amiable and accomplished woman. Even 
though occasionally the girl peeps ont in most of her 
pieces, I like thera none the worse ; her puerilities, 
joined to no equivocal indications of a fine genius, lead- 
faig one to entertain hopes of her future eminence ; and 
certainly, if her riper years have but fulfilled the promise 
which her earlier ones have given, she must be now a very 
superior person indeed. I feel much interested in her, 
and wish much to know what has become of her.' .... 
Thus abruptly ends the narrative. Miller's jesting 
allusion to the three maids whom he was * courting,' 
suggests the remark that his insensibility to female 
' attractions in his youth contrasts strongly not only 
with the impassioned admiration of Bums for every 
beautifid face he ever saw, but with the susceptibility to 
I woman's charms common to vivid and poetical natiu^s. 
' Miss A — ,' one of his acquaintances at Gairloch, asked 
I him to wTite a poem upon love. He set about it with as 
' much composure of mind as if she had asked him to 
' carve an inscription on a gravestone. Here are the four 
l> opening stanzas :— 

'Though ineanlj Tavoured hy the Muse, 
Though scant of wit and time, 
On Uieme by Celtic maid supplied, 
I sit me down to rliyinc. 
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' But why should love demand my song) 

It breathed from Bamnioad'a lyre. 
On Cowloy'a page its incteorH flaslied, 
On Moore's iu wilder fire; 

' Wliiie I, who never proved ita bliss. 
Ne'er proved ita restless sinart ; 
Who have, though mueh the fair I prize, 
A free, unUeeding heart ; 
' Can paint, alas ! with little skill, 
The joy which love inspires, 
Of tell ofpaDgs I never proved, 
Of hopes or fond deairee.' 

On reading this, one begins to have misgivings as to the 
intensity of Miller's poetic fire. 

' All thoughts, all passioDe, all delights, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame. 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame :' 

thus Coleridge etnick the Icey-note when his theme 
was love. ' 'Flie greatest bliss that the tongue o' man 
can name,' sang Hogg, with lilting, lark-like melody, 
giving his experientre on the subject. ' I sit nie doH-n 
to rhyme,' observes Miller, and, 'though much the fair 
I prize,' I am not disposed to exaggerate their good 
qualities. Miller does not, like Teiifelsdrockh, find that 
his ' feeling towards the queens of this earth ' is ' al- 
together unspeakable.' Perhaps, however, his heart, 
though cold to the many, may prove responsive to one, 
and for him also there may bloom a paradise, ' cheered 
by some fairest Eve.' We shall see. 

Rhyming or reasoning, courting or cogitating, Hugh 
Miller, during this season at Gairloch, is worth looking 
at. Not yet twenty-one, living in a hovel from which 
water, a foot deep, has been drained off to render it habit- 
able, his food oatmeal without milk, his companions stone- 
masons, his employment manual labour, he bates no jot of 
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I hcppe or heart, but tabes tlic whole with a frank effulgence 
of mirth, a rugged humour of character, which bears him 
victoriously tlirough. It never strikes him that there is 
harilship in bis ohii lot, bnt he has ready sympathy for 
the distresses of others. Might not some Scotch artist 
try to realize for us that picture, drawn by Miller of 
himself with so little thought of picturesque effect, when 
the pensive lad drops his mallet and looks at the High- 
land woman, bent nearly double with her burden, yet, 
as she wearily trudges post, working with both hands ? 
One can see the kind, grave, deep-thoughted face, the 
steadfast blue eyes moistening with compassion, the lip 
touched, perhaps, with a faint, monniful smile of stoical, 
not cynical, acceptance of the sternness of fate. 

WQler's poetical faculty, though not powerfidly stirred 
by the nymphs of Gairlocb, and though more felicitous, 
now and subsequently, in prose than in verse, did not at 
thia time slumber. That picture of the old grey tower 

■ of Fairbiun, 'like a giant eremite musing in solitude,' 
is genuinely imaginative. liis relations ivith the other 
inmates of the bothy are ftdl of a strong, hearty, buoy- 
ant humoiu-, which tloods the rugged paths of Ufe with 
sport. The doings of the carter, who ' bullies, and 
swears, and steals, and tells lies, and cares for nobody,' 
are manifestly productive of diversion more than distress. 
Miller in fact rather likes the man, though he feels that 
he will be improved by a beating. The carter is clearly 
one of those favom-ites of natiue who obey her prompt- 
ings and receive her rewards. He ' steals fish and 
potatoes ' and makes himself comfortable while his 
virtuous bretluv3n do penance on oatmeal. Such a man 
appeals irresistibly to that instinct of fallen humanity 

1 -which makes us admire successful personages like Draw- 

. cansir and Reynard the Fox. 
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One of Miller's Gairloch fellow-workmen, wlio 
exerted a more important influence upon him, is de- 
scribed with some detail in the Schools and Scfioot- 
masiera, but I have not found mention of him else- 
where. I refer to John Eraser, one of llirec brothers, 
who, if Mr Darwin's theory is sound, were a variation 
of tlie human species adapted to found a race of super- 
lative masons and stone-cutters, mid to outlive and extir- 
pate, by natural selection, all other masons and stone- 
cutters. Miller states, on the authority of ' Mr Kenneth 
Matheson, a gentleman well-known as a master-builder 
in the west of Scotland,' that David Fraser, the most 
remarkable of the brothers, could do three times as much 
as an ordmary workman. Jolm, even when advanced in 
life, could build against ' two stout yoimg fellows ' and 
'keep a little ahead of them both.' 'I recognize old 
John,' says Hugh Miller, ' as one of not the least useful 
nor able of my many teachers ; ' and the justice of the 
remark is attested by the admirably philosojihic account 
which he gives of the lesson old John taught him. The 
secret of Eraser's power was that he saw ' the finished 
piece of work,' as it lay within the stone, and ciit downi 
upon the true figure at once, without repeating, like an 
ordinary workman, bis lines and draughts. And is not 
this facidty of seeing with the mind's eye what the hand 
has to execute, — of conceiving the work as a whole so 
that there shall be neither hurry nor delay in carrying it 
out, — essentially the faculty by which a Hannibal or a 
Napoleon wins battles, a Dante or a Shakespeare writes 
poems, a Titian or a Turner paints maaterpieces ? 

Writuig to Baird six }'eai's after this time, Miller 
relates the following dream, which belongs to the Gair- 
loch season, and is omitted from Schools and School- 
matters. It is remarkable as containing a very definite 



' prediction which proved incorrect. ' About the middle 
of September this year I had a suigular dream, the par- 
ticulars of which retain even to tliis day as firm a hold 
of my memory as if they had been those of a real inci- 
dent. I dreamed that my friend William Ross had died, 
and that I was watching the coi-pse m a large darkened 
apartment. I felt sad and unlmppy. Snddcniy there 
appeared near the couch where the body lay an upright 
wTeath of thin vapoiu-, which gradually assiuned the 
figure of my deceased friend. The face of the spectre 
was turned towards the body, and the robes of white in 
which it was dressed appeared, conijiared with the 
winding-sheet beside it, as a piece of candiric exposed to 
the rays of the sun wonld to another piece hung up in 
the shade. The figm-e tiuTied round and I spoke to it, 
but thougli, from the splendoiu- of the dress it wore and 

I the placid expression of the face, which was of feminine 
beauty, I inferred it to be a spirit of heaven, by one of 
those inconsistencies common in dreams, my question to 
it regarded the state of the damned. " I know nothing," 
it said, "of the damned." "Then describe to me," I 
rejoined, "the happiness of the blest." The reply was 
strong and pointed. " Live a good life, and in seven 
days, seven weeks, and seven years, you shall know." 
I must add that I have since thought much oftener of 
the prediction than of the advice.' No particular in- 
cident of any kind appears to liave taken place in the 
history of Miller at the time specified. 

The work at the manse completed, Miller removed, 
with two of his brother workmen, to a village in the 
neighbourhood, to build a house for an innkeeper. 
Their lodging here was as bad as at the place they left. 
One half of a large cellar used for storing salt, of which 
half bad been pulled down to furnish materials for the 
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proposed building, was their barrack. They hung mats 
across the open end, through which the wind blew cold 
at night, awakening them sometimes by dashing the 
rain in their faces. Their fare was improved by a supply 
of excellent milk, and the innkeeper nxade a point of in- 
viting them to dine with him on Sunday. ' He was a 
locjuacious little man, full of himself, and desirous of 
being reckoned a wit,' but without capacity to play the 
part. Miller, less talkative than his fellow-workmen, 
was supposed by mine host to be available as a butt, 
and was made the object of sundry small witticisms. 
He took this in goixl part for a while, but one day 
he retorted upon his entertainer and reduced hira to 
silence. The consequence was that he was excluded 
from the invitation next Sunday, and left to regale him- 
self on oatmeal and milk in the solitude of the barrack. 
He took his revenge in a way gratifying at once to his 
pride and his kindliness. One of the favoured workmen 
had bargained with the innkeeper to give the latter a 
hammer and trowel, but, after receiving the money for 
the articles, had played him false. ' I was informed of 
the circumstance,' says Miller to Baird, ' when on the 
eve of setting out for the low country ; and taking my 
hammer and trowel from my bundle, I presented them 
to the innkeeper's wife ; — alleging, when she urged me 
to set a price on them, that they were a very inadequate 
return for her husband's kindness to me during the two 
first weeks of oiu- acc]uamtance.' It was a mode of re- 
venge to which neither Uncle James nor Uncle Sandy 
could have taken exception. 

Before quitting the Gairloch scene we may take this 
final pictiu^ of one of its landscapes : — ' There is a steep 
high liill rather more than a mile from the manse of 
Gairloch, to the summit of which I frequently extended 
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my walks. The view which the eye commands from 
thence is of a character wilder and more sublime than 
can be either rightly imagined or described. Towai'ds 
the east and south there spreads a wide savage prospect 
of rugged mountains, towering the one over the other 
from the foreground to the horizon, and varying in 
colour, in proportion to the distance, from the darkest 
russet to the faintest purple. They are divided by deep 
gloomy ravines that seem the clefts and fissures of a 
shattered and mined planet ; and their siunmifs are 
either indented into rough naked crags, or whitened over 
with unwasting snows ; — fonning fit thrones upon which 
the spirits of winter might repose, each in a separate in- 
sulated territory, and from whence they might defy the 
milder seasons as they passed below. To the north and 
west the scene is of a different description ; it presents a 
rocky indented shore, and a wide sea speckled over with 
islands. On both sides, however, though the features 
are dissimilar, the expression is the same. Scarcely more 
of the works of man appear visible in the whole wide 
circumference than appeared to the gaze of Noah, when 
he first stood on the smumit of mount Ararat, and con- 
templated the ^Teck of the deluge. 

' It was on s beautifid evening in the month of June 
that I first climbed the steep side of this hill and rested 
on its summit. I was much impressed by the wide 
extent and sublijne grandeur of the scene. Part of the 
eastern skirt of the Atlantic was spread out beneath rae, 
mottled with the Hebrides. In one glance I had a view 
of Longa, Skye, Lewis, Harris, Rona, Raza, and several 
other islands with whose names I was unacquainted. 
The sky and sea were both coloiu-ed with the same warm 
hue of sunset, and appeared as if blended together; 
while the islands which lay on the verge of the horizon 
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seemed dense purple clouds, which, though motionless 
in the calm, the first sea-breeze might sweep away. 
Towards the south my eye was caught by two gigantic 
mountains, which, as if emulous of each other, lowered 
above the rest, like the contending chiefs of a divided 
people ; while towards the east I beheld a scene of terri- 
ble ruin and sublime disorder, — mountain piled upon 
moimfain, and ravine intersecting ravine. All my 
faculties of reason and imagination seemed at first as if 
frustrated and held down by some superior power ; — the 
magnitude of the scene oppressed me ; — I felt as if in 
the presence of the Spirit of the Universe; — and the 
apology of the Jewish spies recurred to mc, " We were 
as grasshoppers before them." ' 

This was written when Miller was twenty-seven. 
It is remarkable for the absence of all geological allu- 
sion, and for the strong human element in the imagery. 
When he had lived for another quarter of a century he 
again described the scene, and the pencil is now in the 
firm hand of a master. But ao completely has the geo- 
logical interest taken possession of him that he throws it 
back into a period prior to that at which it exerted any 
powerful influence upon his mind, and makes the imagin- 
ative boy of twenty look through the eyes of the scien- 
tific man of fifty. Here is the scene as he rendered it 
for the last time : — 

' How exquisitely the sim sets in a clear, calm sum- 
mer evening over the blue Hebrides ! Within less than 
a mile of our barrack there rose a tall hill, whose hold 
eummit commanded all the Western Isles, from Sleat in 
Skj-e, to the Butt of the Lewis. To the south lay the 
trap islands ; to the north and west the gneiss ones. 
They formed, however, seen from this hill, one great 
group, which, just as the sun had suuk, and sea and sky 
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were so equally bathed in gold as to exhibit on the 
horizon no dividing line, seemed in their transparent 
piu-ple, — darker or lighter according to the distance, — a 
group nf lovely clouds, that, tliough moveless iji the 
calm, the first light breeze might sweep away. Even 
the flat promontories of sandstone, which, like out- 
stretched arras, enclosed the outer reaches of the fore- 
ground, — promontories edged with low red cliffs, and 
covered with brown heath, — used to borrow at these 
times, from the soft yellow beam, a beauty not their 
own. Amid the inequalities of the gneiss region within, 
— a region more broken and precipitous, but of humbler 
altitude, than the great gneiss tract of the midland 
Highlands, — the chequered light and shade lay, as the 
sun declined, in strongly contrasted patches, that be- 
trayed the abmpt inequaUties of the ground, and boi-o, 
when all around was warm-tinted and bright, a hue of 
cold neutral grey ; while immediately over and beyond 
this rough sombre base there rose two noble pyramids 
of red sandstone, about two thousand feet in height, 
that used to flare to the setting-sun in bright criiuson, 
and wliose nearly horizontal strata, deeply scored along 
the lines, like courses of ashlar in an ancient wall, added 
to the mural effect commmiicated by their bare fronts 
and steep rectilinear outlines. These tall pj-rainids 
form the terminal members, towards the south, of an 
extraordinary group of sandstone hills, of denudation 
unique in the British Islands, which extends from the 
northern hoimdary of Assynt to near Applecross. But 
though I formed at this time my first acquaintance with 
the group, it was not untd many years after that 1 had 
an oppnrtimity of determinmg the relations of their 
com]>onent beds to each other, and to the fundamental 
rocks of the country.' 
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The winter of 1823 was spent, as usual, in Cromarty. 
William Ross was in Edinburgh, and Miller had no 
friend of his own age with whom he cared much to 
associate. He seems to have been in a trivial mood and to 
have made business of amusement. 'There was,' he 
says, * a little mischievous boy of about ten years of age 
whom I chose as a companion for lack of a better. He 
was spirited and sensible for his years, and deemed me a 
very superior kind of playfellow. I taught him how to 
climb, and leap, and wrestle, how to build bridges and 
rig ships, and how to make baskets and rush caps. I 
told him stories, and lent him books, and showed him 
how to act plays, and lighted fires with him in the caves 
of the hill of Cromarty, and, — in short went on in such 
a manner that my acquaintance began to shake their own 
heads and to question the soundness of mine. My 
Uncle James, who used sturdilv to assert, in the face of 
all opposing evidence, that my powers of mind averaged 
rather above than below the common standard, seriously 
told me about this time that if I would not act more in 
the manner of other people, he would defend me no 
longer.' 



CHAPTER III. 



CX>ME3 OF AGE — ^TS SAIL FOR EDINBURGn — PARTING RE- 
FLECTIONS MORKINQ OS THE MORAY FRITH — FlltST SIGHT 

OF KOINBCRGH ABSENT FROM CHURCH FOR FIVE SUNDAYS 

AND 'a FKW more' — HOLYRHOD, CHARLES II.'s STATUE, 
BFFIGY OF KNOX, THE COLLEGE, FKROCSOn's GRAVE, DE 
M''CR1E — THE PANORAMA, THE THEATRE. 

MILLER is now to enter upon a scene in all resjiects 
new — new in temptation, new in instruction, new in 
companionship. He exchanges the rustic murmur of 
^^t Cromarty and the sohtudes of Gairloch for the sights 
^^B and agitations of the metropolis of Scotland. He has 
^^r acquired an accurate knowledge of the character and 
circumstances of the Scottish Highlander ; he is to bring 
his faculty of observation to bear upon the inhabitants 
^^H of the Lowlands. In both instances his obscnation is 
^^H as yet almost entirely confined to the workijig class. 
^^H In the autumn of 1S23 he comes of age, and is 

^^H therefore competent to exercise rights of proprietorship 
^^H over a wTetched tenement on the Coal-hill of Leith, 
^^K which has been a constant source of loss and annoy- 
^^H ance to his mother from the time of his father's death. 
^^^B His own wish, and that of his friends, now is, that he 
^^^B may be able to dispose of it, and with a view to investi- 
^^1 gating the affair on the spot, he sails from Cromarty for 
^^B Leitb in the spring of 1S24. I have before me a 
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manuscript containing * Descriptive Letters/ written by 
him to his uncles in the course of the summer. It 
enables us to trace his course from the moment of his 
stepping alxjard ship until the series abruptly terminates 
with part of a letter written in the last days of the year. 
As might have l)een surmised from the affection and 
gentleness of his disposition, he thinks more at first of 
the home he is lea\ing than of the new world into which 
he is to enter. 

* Leith, 4th Jone, 1824. 

' The ship in which I was a passenger left Cromarty 
upon Sunday forenoon ; and as the day was warm and 
|)leasant, I remained upon deck till evening, with my 
eyes steadfastly fixed upon the land I had so lately left. 
Every moment it was lessening and growing more indis- 
tinct ; but fancy strengthened my powers of vision, and 
in a half-sad, half-sportive mood, I was marking out 
every spot which in the bypast had been the scene of 
my juvenile sports or pleasures. There, thought I, 
looking toward the hill of Cromarty, will some of my 
friends be stationed with their eyes fixed upon the 
departing vessel, and though she appear but a small, an 
almost imperceptible speck, yet will they deem her an 
object of greater interest than any of the scenes the eye 
commands from that eminence. The thought was tender 
and pleasing. There was something in it that told me 
of the affection of the friends I was leaving, and of the 
coldness of those with whom I was soon to mingle, 
lint perhaps 'twill be for the better ; that coldness may 
rouse the sleeping energies of my character, and when I 
find myself as if alone in the world, instead of resting 
upon the exertions of others, I shall learn to depend on 
my own. Such were the thoughts with which I be- 
guiled the time. 



Till the grey mista of eve arose, and wrapt 
My native hills in dark and fonnleBB gloom. 

' Scored)' had the sun risen when, curious to know m 
what part of the Moray Frith we now were, I rose and 
went upon deck. . . . The sun hung on the verge of 
the horizon, and illuminated that part of the water which 
seemed to he beneath with a splendour not less dazzling 
than its own. A solitary porpoise was tumbling around 
our vessel in unwieldy sport. A "kiUing" of sea-gulls 
at a little distance were screaming over their morning 
banquet ; while, at intervals, an overgrown seal raised 
his round black head above the waves and gazed upon 
ns ivith a long and very curious stare. Upon the north 
I perceived the land stretching from Tarbat-ness to 
John-o'-Groata, while upon the south and east, at about 
three miles distance, rose the bold, rocky, and romantic 
shores of Moray and Banff. Tower and town, hiU and 
promontorj', in their turns engaged my attention, and 
after having, in the course of the day, passed Portsoy, 
Banff, Macduff, and Fraserburgh, I again sought my 
bed and spent this night, as I had done the preceding, 
in calm and refreshing sleep. 

' Two days of our voyage had passed pleasantly, but 

upon the monring of the third I was surprised and 

somewhat disheartened when, upon getting on deck, I 

perceived nothing but a dark rolling sea, and a dense 

, cloud of mist closing upon the vessel upon every side. 

. Often as I paced the narrow space the deck 

afforded me did I behold in fancy the scenes I was soon 

to visit, and as often was that fancy carried back to 

picture the regrets and joys of home. But that ycm 

I may better know what my thoughts were, I insert the 

I copy of B short, I should rather say unfinished, poem I 

I composed that morning. It will show you what ideas I 
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had formed of Edinburgh, and bow little the hope of i(s 
pleasures appeared when compared with the well-proved 
joys of the home I had left. 

' Thou may'at booat, Edina, thoa home of delight, 
For thy gallants are gay, and thy ladies ore bright, 
August is thy palace, thy caatle, subltmo, 
Has braved the rude dints of fir?, battle, aud lime. 

' Thou may'st boast, Edina, tlioii farodiJ abode 
or the wise and the Icarn'd, or the great and the good, 
Thou may'st boast ot thy worthies, inay'st boast of thy towere. 
Thy halls oud thy temples, thy grots and thy bowers. 

' Yet lorelier by far and more dear to this heart, 
Than all your gay trophies of labour and art, 
Is the home of my fslhera, the niuch-lovM land 
Of the dauntlesa of heart and the mighty of hand. 

' Tis there the grey bones of my fathers are laid, 
'Twas there that my life's sunny frieudships were mode, 
And till death chills my bosom and cIoEes my e'e, 
These friends and that knd shall be dear unto me.' 

' The weather was still extremely thick, and though 
my «ycs were earnestly fixed in that direction, I could see 
but little of Edinburgh. Once indeed I saw the chim- 
neys of the new town appearing through the mist, like 
the shocks of a field newly reaped, and several times the 
rugged summit of Arthur's Seat came full in sight, as 
if passing through the dark cloud which obscured its 
base. These were but transient glimpses, but of the 
town of Leith I had a full and distinct view. A young 
lad, one of the passengers, was pomting out to me the 
harbour, docks, and jmblic buildings, and between the 
amusement his remarks afforded me and the pleasure I 
took in looking at the vessels we passed and repassed in 
the roadstead, an hour nr two flew away very agreeably. 

' By a signal from the shore we were made to under- 
stand that the water in the channel had risen to a re- 
quisite height. The vessel's head was immediately 
turned that way, and in a few minutes I fomid myself 
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in the town of Leith, my head dizzied with the confused 
cries of watennen and carters, and my thoughts scattered 
by a multipUcity of objects, any of which I might have 
thought curious, but all of which only tended to con- 
fuse/ 

This, it must be admitted, is a rather common-place 
epistle, and the verses are so poor that an apology may 
seem necessary for presenting them to the reader. But 
here we have at least the lad Miller in his habit as he * 
lived, with no gleam from the after-time to disturb the 
artless unconsciousness of modest, simple-hearted youth. 
Both in his letter to Baird and in the Schools and School- 
masters there are elaborate pictures of his first sight of 
Edinburgh; but what first impressed him in the scene 
— ^the emergence of the chimneys of the new town and 
the smnmit of Arthur's Seat, from the mist — always 
reappears. It is well, also, to remember that the bare- 
ness in the record of his impressions which meets us in 
these contemporary letters on Edinburgh, may arise 
partly from his inexperience in composition, and partly 
from the restraints imposed upon epistolary correspond- 
ence in days long antecedent to the introduction of the 
penny post. We may believe that it was not merely in 
the autobiographic retrospect that he * felt as if he were 
approaching a great magical city — ^like some of those in 
the Arabian Nights — that was even more intensely 
poetical than nature itself ; ' and that reminiscences of 
Ramsay and Ferguson, Smollett's Humphrey Clinker and 
Scott's Marmion, heightened the interest with which he 
looked through the canopy of mist upon the spires and 
roofs of Edinburgh. 

The great city — ^to one who had never seen a larger 
town than Inverness it was very great — threw him at 
first out of all his habitudes. He fiimkly confesses. 
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' though conscious that by so doing he wiD lay himself 
open to merited censure/ that on the first four Sundays 
after his arrival he absented himself from church and 
' strolled through the streets of Leith and Edinburgh ; ' 
that the fifth was occupied in scaling Arthur's Seat and 
viewing the city and adjacent country from its smmnit ; 
and that * a few more ' were passed in the company of 
some townsmen of his own, who, * Cameronian-like, pre- 
ferred the open air to a chiu-ch/ The impressions 
formed in this leisurely survey of Edinbm-gh are de- 
scribed at some length to his uncles, and they set before 
us the Hugh Miller of twenty-one, with a distinctness 
80 vivid and a simplicity so naive, that we feel still more 
strongly than before how completely the profound re- 
flective vein of the autobiography prevents us from 
realizing what the writer was at the various stages of his 
career. 

The fervour of his nationality is one of the first things 
which attracts our notice. * Hol}a'ood House,' he says, 
* I viewed with the same emotion which a pilgrim feels 
when prostrating himself before the shrine of a favourite 
saint. With this building, long before I saw it, I had 
connected associations of a high and venerable character, 
but I was not prepared for the sudden, the spontaneous 
burst of enthusiasm, which rose from my very soul when 
I stood fronting the gateway and saw the arms of Scot- 
land, as if it was still an independent kingdom, fix)wning 
in the grey stone, and directly above them, the crown of 
her ancient kings. It was no time to simi up the ad- 
vantngOv^ which we derive from the imion — the very 
thought of it AATis revolting, — and I looked upon the sen- 
tinel who paced before the door as one who had no 
business there. I have often heard of classic and of holv 
gnnnid ; to me the sywice upon which this pile stands is 
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both. But why need I say so ? To you, or to any other 
Scotsman acquainted with the history of his country, 
and proud (as most of us are) of the fame of her ancient 
grandeur, it must appear the same. Under the piazza 
which runs roimd the inner com1, 1 walked for a con- 
siderable time, and was not a little struck with the 
deathlike stillness, a stillness interrupted by nothing 
except the measured footfall of the sentry.' 

He is mucli disappointed with the High-street, hav-' 
ing been led by something he had read in the works 
of Smollett to fancy that it was ' one of the finest in 
Europe.' He looks with great contempt upon the eques- 
trian statue of Charles H. in Parliament House Square. 
' Tliis lascivious and dissipated monarch,' he says, ' is 
ottii-ed in the garb of an ancient Roman ; and, by his 
appearance, a person unacquainted with the lustoiy of 
his reign might suppose hira to have been a sapient and 
warlike prince, dauntless in the field and mse in the 

councd Wlien I first saw the statue, I could not 

help (juoting a few lines from Thomson's Liberty, which 
will appear to yon, as it did to me, the character of 
Charles the Second faithfidly drawn, maugre the inscrip- 
tion and the Roman dress : — 

" By dangoroQB BoCtiiesB long he mined Iiib way, 
]iy subtle arts, diesim illation deep. 
By sharing what corruption aliowcr'd profuee. 
By breathing wide the gay lasciviona plagiie, 
AaA pleafiing mannerB aiiited to deceive, 

A penaion'd King, 
Against hia country bribed by Qaliic gold." ' 

Tlie natural and unaffected manner in which Miller 
\ alludes to Smollett and Thomson is not without signifi- 
I cance. How completely this young mason is ah-eady a 
I literary character ! 

After describing his impressions on the effigy of 
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Charles 11., he proceeds in a very different spirit to 
refer to another and less pretentious effigy then visible 
in Edinburgh. ' At the lower end of the High-street ' 
— these are his words — ■' is a house, from a window of 
which, in the earher days of the Reformation, John Knox 
frequently used to preach. To preserve the memory of 
this, in a small niche, a bust of the illustrious Reformer 
appears, as if still holding forth to the people. At his 
right hand, in low relief, a circle representing the sun, 
upon which the name of God is inscribed in Greek, 
Latin, and English, appears as if emerging from a thick 
cloud. The sculpture of the whole was rude when at its 
best, and the wasting hand of Time has rendered it still 
more uncouth ; nevertheless, some person, doubtless of 
more zeal than judgment, has got the bust painted, and 
surrounded it with a tawdry pulpit. I need hardly tell 
you that these ill-judged alterations have given it a carica- 
tured appearance ; and yet I felt more impressed when 
looking at it from the very spot upon which some of the 
original's auditors stood, than I did when standing before 
the horse and man of Parliaiuent Squai'e; for, with a 
feeling which perhaps the venerable Reformer would have 
censured, as savowing too miich of the idolatry he 
abolished, I uncovered my head aud bowed very low to 
his effigy.' 

His estimate of Edinburgh College is high, and the 
terms in which it is couched prove that he had already- 
acquired some technical knowledge of architecture. ' The 
College in my opinion is the finest building in Edin- 
bui^h, either taken in its parts or as a whole. It forms 
a square, the exterior of which displays all the chaste 
simplicity of the Doric order, and the interior the lighter 
graces of the Ionic and Corinthian.' 

He visits the burying-grounds of the city : here is 
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an interesting note. ' I have seen the grave of poor 
Ferguson, and the plain stone placed at its heat! by his 
brother in misfortune and genius, Robert Bums. I felt 
much affected when standing above the sod which covers 
the mortal remains of the young poet, and could have 
dropped a tear to his memory and to the memory of his 
still greater successor, but 1 was not Sliandean enough 
to command one. You know I never could weep except 
when insulted and stung to the licart by those whose 
unkindness I could not or would not resent, and then the 
fears I dropped were those of grief, rage, hatred, in short, 
the offspring of any passion except tenderness.' This 
is a touch of self-portraiture worth whole chapters of 
retrospective delineation. 

In another of these letters, dated 10th October, 1824, 
and addressed to his Uncle James, we meet with the 
following careful sketch of Dr McCrie. ' I had long 
wished to hear a discourse from Dr McCrie, the elegant 
historian of Knox and Melville, but it wus some time 
before I foimd out his meeting-house. At length I dis- 
covered it, and being obligingly shomi to a seat by one 
of his elders, I sat with some little portion of impatience 
till the doctor made liis appearance. The laudable end 
to which he has dedicated his great talents in rescuing 
from uimierited contumely the memory of our venerable 
Reformer had long prepossessed me in his favour, and 
this prepossession his appearance was well calculated to 
confirm. In age and figure I know not where to poijit 
out any one who more resembles him than yourself. His 
countenance is pale and expressive, and his forehead 
deeply marked with the lines of thouglit ; the spareness 
of his habit reminded me of long study and deep re- 
search, and his demeauoiu-, at once humble and dignified, 
finished the portrait. You may doubt — when I fell you 
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that the discourse he that day delivered was one of the 
best I ever heard — that my partiality blinded me to its 
defects. This was not the case ; for, though partial to 
the doctor, it was his superior talents that made rae so, 
and had his discourse been of that duU, commonplace 
kind which I have often heard in a church that shall be 
nameless, my disappointment would have been great in 
proportion to my expectation. I need not t«ll you that, 
as an historian, Dr McCrie ranks very high. At a time 
when every witling thought himself licensed to ridicule 
the firmness or denounce the boldness of the Reformers 
of oiu- religion, the doctor stood forth in their defence ; 
and, endowed with powers equal to the task, dispersed 
the dark cloud of obloquy in which partial or designing 
men had enveloped their names. If we consider him as 
a preacher, he will appear in a light as favourable. His 
manner is cahn yet impressive, and his sentiments (al- 
ways beautifid and ofttimes highly original) are couveyed 
in language strong and nervous, yet at the same time 
plain and simple. In short, Deau Swift's definition of a 
good style, " proper words in their proper places," can be 
very well exemplified in his. I have now heard him 
several times. One Sunday his voice, which is not 
naturally strong, was nearly drowned by loud and con- 
tinued coughing, which arose from every comer of the 
church. For some time he went on without any seem- 
ing embarrassment, but just when in the middle of an 
important argument, made a full stop. In a moment 
every eye was fixed upon the doctor, and such was the 
silence caused by this attention that for the space of a 
minute you might have heard a pin fall. " I see, my 
brethren, you can all be quiet enough when I am qiiiet," 
was his mild and somewhat humorous reproof, and 
such was its effect that, for the remainder of the day, he 
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received very little intcmiption. There was something 
in this little incident that gave me much pleasure. I 
thought it told more truly of the discernment and good 
temper of the doctor than even his discourse did r beauti- 
ful and instructive as that was.' 

Very little is added to this in the Schooh and 
Schoolmasters. There is indeed a quiet accuracy in tlie 
portrait which shows that Miller was beginning to find 
his hand as a master of English prose. Tlic pale com- 
plexion and expressive features, the deep thought-written 
lines of the forehead, the spare habit, the hiunble yet 
dignified demeanour, which appear in the sketch of the 
mason lad fi-om Cromarty, bring Dr McCrie visibly 
before us. The doctor was indeed a notable figure in 
the Edinburgh of that time. lie exercised a profound 
influence upon the intellectual society of Scotland, and 
left behind him at least one work, the biography of 
Knox, which has an Imperishable place in the literature 
of Europe. Connected ecclesiastically with a very small 
religious denomination, he rose by a natural and effort- 
less ascent, tlirough the force of his solitary genius, imtil 
he found his level among the most eminent men of his 
time. Miller, long afterwards, finely compared him, in 
relation to the co-religionists which clustered round him, to 
a village church rearing its tower amid a group of cottages. 

But it was not only to burjing-grounda and churches 
that Miller betook himself during his residence in the 
neighbourhood of Edinburgh. In our last extracts he 
has appeared somewhat in the light of a philosopher and 
critic, but we are reminded, as we accompany hini to 
the panorama, that lie has not yet thrown off" the boy. 
It was rather hard in the autobiographer of fifty to omit 
all notice of the event chronicled in the following ani- 
mated sentences. 
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' Upon the earthen mound where the good people erf 
Edinburgh see shows and sights of all descriptions, from 
the smoking baboon to the giant of seven feet and a half, 
stands a circular wooden building which in size and ap- 
pearance reminds the reader of Gulliver's Travels of the 
washing tubs of Brobdignag. In this building all the 
panoramic scenerj' which is painted in or brought to 
Edinburgh Is exhibited. The battle of Trafalgar, to- 
gether with a series of scenes representing the Emperor 
of France from the skirmish of Genappe till his death in 
the solitary island of St Helena was, when I came here, 
the subject of exhibition. Of this species of entertain- 
ment I had formed no idea, and willing to fill up the 
blank which a name imaccompanied with an idea leaves 
in the mind, and perhaps not a little urged by a natural 
fondness for sights of the amusing description, I left my 
work one evening about an hour sooner than usual, 
called upon my friend Will Ross as I passed his way, 
and accompanied l)y him made directly for the panorama. 
We were ushered into a darkened gallery, the sides and 
ceiling of which were covered wath green cloth. Our 
eyes were immediately turned towards an opening about 
thirty feet in width, through which, by a striking illusion, 
we perceived the ocean stretching out for many leagues 
before us, and upon it the British fleet commanded by 
Nelson and Collingwood, bearing down, a double line, 
upon the enemy, who at a little distance in the form of a 
crescent seemed to await their coming. Not even in a 
camera obscura have I seen anything so natural. The 
sun seemed beaming upon the water ; the British pendant 
was unfolding to the wind ; the vessels appeared as if 
gently heaving to the swell, while upon their decks all 
was bustle and activity. The marines were loading 
tlicir muskets; the seamen were employed about the 
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great guns ; some of the officers were busied in giving 
orders, and others with great anxiety were looking 
through their glasses as if to catch every movement of 
the enemy. In tnith, the deception was so complete 
that, forgetting the ground upon wliich I stood, I fancictl 
myself just on the eve of a great battle, and felt my 
mind impressed with that indescribable emotion which, in 
the reality of such a circumstance, the young soldier al- 
ways feels. This scene was soon changed, and in its 
place another represented which displayed all the terrible 
confusion of the engagement. The first only showed us 
tlie cloud that concealed the stonn : here it was repre- 
sented as if bursting in its full fury. It was the deck of 
the Victory, as it appeared at the moment Nelson received 
his death-wound. You will have some idea of the size 
of the picture when I tell you that there were above two 
hundred figure, all as large as life, at once under my 
eye. In the middle of these was Nelson ; the sword 
was falling from his hand ; his features were distorted as 
if by sudden and acute pain ; and the pale cadaverous 
hue of his countenance betokened speedy dissolution. 
The attention of the figures nearest him seemed to be 
entirely engrossed by his fall ; an anxious expression of 
the countenance or a sudden turn of the head showed 
that those at a gi-eatcr distance had some faint perception 
of what had happened, while others in the outskirts of 
the picture were busied in working the guns or in sup- 
plying those who wrought them with ammunition. A 
few paces from Nelson, a youjig officer was eagerly point- 
ing out to a marine the main-top of one of the vessels 
with which the Victory was engaged, from which the 
fatal bullet was supposed to have come, and he, with 
great deliberation, was levelling his musket in that di- 
rection. The third scene was of a terrific description. 
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It represented the battle as if drawiDg near its close. In 
the foreground was the RexloubUAle, a French ship of 
the line, on fire. The flumes were bursting out furi- 
ously from window and gun-port, tinging the waves be- 
low with a red and fiery glare. Some of the crew were 
seen throwing themselves overlxwrd ; wliile others, with 
despair depicted on their countenances, were clinging to 
the vessel's sides as if uncertain which death to choose. 
The fourth and last scene was of a calm, but, though it 
repreftented the horn- of victory, of a gloomy character. 
In the tlistance a few of the fugitive vessels were seen 
giving their broadside and crowding on every sail to 
expedite their flight. In the foreground all was desola- 
tion. Dismasted and shattered vessels, huge fragments 
of rigging to which a few shivering wretches still clung, 
and a sun again shining through a clearing atmosphere 
on tile madness and the misery of man, made this scene, 
like the last of a tragedy, by far the saddest.' 

From the panorama, he tiu-ns to the theatre. Much 
of his reading, lie says, had been of a desciiption np- 
provud by Uncle James, but he had read more plays and 
novels than would have been sanctioned by that stem 
moralist, He cannot see that they have done huu much 
hanu, and, sure enough, ' no small portion of the [ileasure 
he had experienced in this world had been derived fixjin 
tlicru.' He will not, however, undertake to defend this 
species of reading ; he means only to introduce the re- 
mark that, being lai^ely acquainted with plays and 
novels, and possessing a fancy naturally strong, he had 
fonued too high an idea of theatrical representation, and, 
when he saw the theatre, was disappointed. ' When 
reading,' lie says, ' the plays of Shakespeare or of Otway, 
of Uowe or of Addison, I saw with the mind's eye their 
liorucs not as actors, but as men ; and the scenes tbe^ 
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described broiight to my view not the painted scenes of 
the stage but the real face of nature, in the same manner 
tlmt a beautiful portrait ^ves us the idea of a real person, 
not of a mask. But when I saw men who neither in 
appearance nor reaUty came up to the idea I had formed 
of the characters they represented, I rated them in the 
bitterness of my soul as mere pretenders, who could not 
act their part upon the stage so well as common men do 
the parts assigned them in the great drama of life.' 

lie appears to have grown ashamed in a few years of 
the boyish delight with which he gazed upon the pano- 
rama. In the letter to Baird he passes over his visit with 
the single remark, ' I was more pleased with the panorama 
than with the theatre.' His account of his theatrical 
experiences contains indications of the extent of his 
dramatic reading. ' I several times attended the theatre, 
but I did not derive from theatrical representation half 

I the [)leasure I had anticipated. I had read a great many 
plays of the different English authors from the days of 
Shakespeare down to those of Cmnherland and Sheridan. 
I had perused, too, translations of Terence and Moli^rc. 
My acquaintance with this department of literature was 
perhaps premature ; for I perused most of these works at 
too early an age to appreciate their merits as compositions, 
or to draw comparisons between their dramatis personx 
and the people of the world. The impression, however, 
which the more striking scenes and characters had left oti 
my imagination was ineffaceably vivid. Most of the 
scenes were identified in my mind with the beautiful 
scenes of the hill of Cromarty. The cliff of Dover, even 
in Shakespeare, could not siu-pass in grandeur of feature 
the rock of the Appk-yardic, a rugged, hoary, perpendi- 
cular precipice, nearly three hundred feet in height,- — 
crested by a dark wood — skirted by a foaming sea — 
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partially mantled with ivy^-caverned at its base, and 
continually lifting xip its voice in hollow echoes as if hold- 
ing converse with the waves that toil beneath it, or the 
innumerable flocks of sea-birds that screaiu around it. 
The Jacques of my imagination moralized in a solitary 
opening in the thicket above, fi-om which a long 
that penetrates into the recesses of the wood, and be-' 
comes narrower and darker in the distance, is seen to> 
termijiate in a small circidar opening which, when the 
evening siui rests on the hill behind, may remind one of 
the beacon of a lighthouse. I found it the easiest thing 
imaginable to convert the cavern in which I had been 
once imprisoned into the cave of Belarius ; and an old 
vault in a niiuoua chapel dedicated to St Regulus, and 
nearly buried among the woods of the hill, furnished me 
with a proper tomb for the Capulets. The other scenes 
were of as suitable a character ; and the figures with 
which I peopled them were as strongly, though in some 
instances more whimsically, defined, I conceived of 
Caliban as a monster that scarcely less resembled a huge 
beetle than a hmnan creature, and that walked erect and 
on all fours by turns. The witches of Macbeth appeared 
to me in the forms of some of the most disagreeable 
looking old women in the coimtry — not, however, in their 
living aspects, but in those which I fancied then- corpses 
wonid have assumed, should they, after being committed 
to the grave, be possessed by evil spirits. The ideas of 
female grace and elegance which I connected with the 
heroines of Shakespeare, and the lady of the Mask of 
Comus, were mostly derived from a beautifid painting in 
Cromarty House — a copy of Guido's famous Aurora, 
which, when a boy, I have contemplated for hours to- 
gether. It was in consequence of my having acquired 
such ideas as these of the characters and scenes of 
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dramatic poetry that I was now displeased with both 
actors and the stage. The stage I regarded as merely a 
little area floored with fir deal and surrounded by painted 
sheets ; — the actors as a company of indifferent-looking 
people who could bear no comparison with either the 
ideal dramatis personce of my imagination, or the real 
characters whom I had seen acting their parts in the great 
drama of life. On the evening I first sat in the Theatre 
Royal of Edinburgh, I felt as if, after having admired an 
exquisite portrait, which the art of the painter had almost 
awakened into life, I should be asked whether I could 
not recognize the original of it in an inanimate image 
of wax/ 
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CHAPTER IV. 

NIDDRIE — BLACKGUARD WORKMEN — MIIJ^ER PREJUDICED BY 
THEM AGAINST THEIR CLASS — HIS OPINIONS ON TRADES* 
UNIONS — THE * boatman's TALE ' — RETURNS TO CROMARTY. 

MILLER soon found employment in his trade. The 
scene of his labour during his residence near Edin- 
burgh was the village of Niddrie, where he was one of a 
company of workmen engaged in building an addition 
to Niddrie House. To give ourselves a vivid idea of the 
locality, exactly as it impressed itself upon him at the 
time, we cannot do better than avail ourselves of his own 
description, which we find in a letter to Uncle Alexander 
dated 15th December, 1824. 

* We shall, if you please, ascend the highest pinnacle 
of Niddrie House, and from thence survey the country. 
As far as the eye can reach in an east or southern direc- 
tion, a low unvaried flat presents itself, gradually rising 
as it recedes from the sight into low, swelling hills, and 
falling with a sweep as gradual towards the frith of 
Forth, which from this elevation appears in all its extent 
glittering with many sails. Upon the north and west 
the face of the country is of a bolder character. Arthur's 
Seat and Salisbury Crags upon the one hand, and the 
blue heathy Pentland hills upon the other, will remind 
us of the beautiful and picturesque scenery which sur- 
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rounda our native ton-n To the grounds about 

Niddrie ray work gives me access. Often in the fine 
siinmier evenings have I sauntered through its fields 
and woods, alone but not soUtary, watching the last 
beam of the sun as it tinged with a purple hue the 
Pentland hills, or as it streamed on the roofless walls 

and dismantled turrets of Craigniillar Castle 

Niddrie House is a large uregular buikling, bearing 
date in one part 1636, and in another not yet finished. 
ITie modern addition will, when the winter storms of 
a few years have soiled the natural hue of the stone 
and rounded the angular mouldings, appear by far 
the most antique, as it is executed in the heaviest style 
of the Saxon Gothic. The large mulHoned windows 
are croivned with rich labels, and the walls deeply in- 
dented with moulded embrasures. Octagon turrets rising 
above the roof project irom every comer, and instead 
of those large stacks of chimneys which disfigure many 
modem houses, here every one has its own airy column, 
connected at top to the rest by a star-like cope. When 
finished, you might suppose this building, from its 
antique appearance and secluded situation, to have been 
some mmnery founded by that church-endowing monarch, 
David I. Adjoming the house is a large garden, which, 
from its irregular and partial cultivation, differs very little 
in appearance from the surrounding pleasure-grounds. 
In that comer of it which lies nearest the north-west gable 
of the house is a vaidt in which the Wauchopes of Niddrie, 
time immemorial, have been interred. Its front is screened 
by a huge bush of ivy which, overshading the door and 
twining about a sepulchral um that rests directly above, 
gives the whole a gloomy yet pictiu-esquc appearance. 
Death does not move the bodies of the proprietors of 
Niddrie far from the bouse which sheltered them when 
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living: the dead Laird in his vault is not thirty feet 
distant from the living one in his bed-chamber. Bound- 
ing the other extremity of the garden is a burying-ground 
in which the humbler inhabitants of the country and 
village adjacent find their last resting-place. It ia a 
solitary spot, embosomed in wood, and at a considerable 
distance from any house. These circumstances, which in 
the north country would make a burjing-ground after 
nightfall the supposed haunt of restless spirits, here 
afford the violators of sepulchres opportunity to tear 
from its grave the newly-deposited body, and to convev 
it to some of the dissecting rooms about Edinbiu^h. 
Such ia the barbarous audacity of these wTetches, that 
they frequently break and overturn monuments which lie 
in their way ; and, without any desire of concealing their 
depredations, leave the violated graves half open, and 
scatter around them as if in derision the cerements that 
wrapped the body. I hope I am not bloodthirsty, yet I 
think I could level a musket at the villain who robbed 
the tomb of the body of one of my relatives with as much 
composure, and with as little compunction, as I would 
feel in taking aim at a wooden target. 

' The house or rather cottage in which I at present 
lodge stands upon the side of the Dalkeith road. It is 
sheltered on the north and west by the Nidtlrie woods, 
and on the east fronts a wide though not diversified pro- 
spect of corn-fields and fiu-msteadings. From the door 
at night, through a long wooded avenue, I see the Inch- 
kcith light twinkling in the distance, like a star risiug 
out of the sea.' 

Thus does he nourish a youth, hardly sublime, yet not 
without its genially fostering elements and influences ; 
sauntering among the leafy woods, watching the sunset 
as it streams along the broad valley from the west 
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and deepens into piirple the greeu-bluo of the Peut- 
lands, looking through the wooded avenue until the 
Inchkcitb light flashes out above the darkening sea. 
'Niinquani minus solus quam ciun solus,' — 'alone,' as he 
puts it, ' but not solitary,' — he communes with bis own 
heart, jwnders on men and things, and lays np fact after 
fact, conclusion after conclusion, in a memory which, from 
his sixth year, appears to have lost not one gleaning of 
bis experience. With the peace and beauty of nature 
around him, and Edinburgh at hand, bis circumstances 
might at first sight be pronounced favourable. 

There was. however, a very important drawback. It 
was a serious misfortune for Miller, and one which left 
deep traces of its injurious influence upon his mind, that 
the men in company with whom he worked at Niddrie 
were, for the most part, dissolute and worthless. Nor were 
the exceptions of a kind bkely to inspire him with any 
enthusiasm for the order to which he provisionally be- 
longed. Tbey were men of strong religious sentiments but 
narrow intellects, unable, save by the silent eloquence of 
their moral superiority to the rest of the st|uad, to make 
any impression either upon him or upon their comrades. 
The others were as bad specimens of their class as it 
is possible to conceive. Selfish and wilful as spoiled 
children, bnitishly sensual, flippantly because ignorantly 
infidel, habitually profane, they showed Miller how base 
a thing a working man can be, and to bis dying day bis 
opinion of working men retained the stamp which it 

I received in the society of these reprobates. Owing to 
the building mania which was at its height at this time, 
they bad abundance of work and high wages, but tbey 
were mean enough to be jealous of tbe workman from 
tbe North, and Miller found himself exposed to the 
thousand nameless vexations which spiteful ciuming can 
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foggest to mecbajUGs wkhing to subject 8 comrade to 
humiUatioa. It is often necessai; for a stone-cutter, in 
order to have the bloet which he hews placed coaveni- 
entlj for the chisel and mallet, to be assisted by his 
fellow-worionen. This customarr civility was refused to 
Miller, whose pride pre^eoted him &om begging a favour, 
or complaining of its being tacitly refused. The ablest, 
and, except himself and the religious workmen, the best 
in the squad, was a young man whom he calls 'Cha.' 
He wan the ' recognized hero ' of the band, and his heart 
Kocms to have smote him on accoimt of the base combin- 
ation against a stranger. He put an end' to it by 
(ttc{)piiig out one day to assist Miller, when he was being 
left U} roll up to his block-bench a stone of the size which 
two or three commonly united to place. 

Even Cha, however, was not merely a blackguard, 
but, in nil that relates to moral sanity and self-respect- 
ing manhood, a fool. Like the majority of his fellows, 
he celebritted the fortnightly paymcTit of wages by two 
or three dnys of drunkenness and debauchery. He was 
leader in the following feat, the account of which I ex- 
tract fi"on» tlic letter to Baird, as one or two of its traits 
arc omitted from the autobiography. ' On a Saturday 
evening three of the Niddrie workmen, after having re- 
ceived ti fortnight's wages, which in all ajnounted to more 
than six pounds, went to Edinburgh, and there spent 
the night in a house of bad fame. Next momuig they 
hired a couch and, accompanied by three women of the 
town, set out for itoslin on a jaunt of pleasure. They 
crnmi bark to Edinburgh in the evening, passed the night 
M they had done the jireceding one, and retiu-ned to 
Niddrie on Monday without a single shilling.' Such was 
Cha. and to his taking the lend in expeditions of this 
I Jiiud he itppcars to ha^'e in large measure owed his re- 
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putation for cleverness and spirit. The revolting exploit 
just mentioned was spoken of with enthusiasm in the 
shed, and the workmen regaled each other for days after 
■n-ith accounts of similar feats which they had executed or 
of which they had heard. ' 1 was told,' proceeds Miller, 
' of an Edinburgh mechanic, a mason, who on the death 
of a relative received a legacy of about eighty pounds. 
He was no sooner paid the money than he carried home 
his tool chest, and slioved it under his bed. He then 
commenced a new course of life. He bought an elegant 
suit of clothes ; hired a hackney coach by the week ; 
attended all the fashionable amusements of the place; 
and regularly, once in the day, called in his carriage on 
his brother workmen. In six weeks the whole of his 
money was expended. He then tookout histool chest from 
under his bed, aud returned to ■ his former employment.' 
This fellow seems to have had a. trace of humour in him. 
At first hated as an intruder, and ridiculed as a 
Highlander, Miller, being found to be not only capable 
of holding on his own path, but superior in the valued 
accomplishments of swimming, leaping, running, and 
wrestling, rose into something like popularity among his 
fellow-workmen. It was impossible, however, that be- 
tween him and them there could be any communion ; 
and, tacitly accepting these sixteen masons of Niddrie 
08 representatives of their class, he acquired a profound 
distrust, sharpened and embittered by contempt, for 
workmen in general. It canuot be denied that, so far as 
these unfortunates were con(!crned, he gave M'orking 
men a fair trial, and looked candidly and boldly into 
their ways and habits. He permitted himself to be 
carried along in the stream when the masons of the dis- 
trict turned out on strike, and he forced himself to 
endure one or two dreary horn's in accompanying them 
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to the foul subterranean haunt where they enjoyed the 
sport of badger-baiting. Everything lie beheld in the 
character and conduct of these workmen offended his 
higher nature. They were too for below him to exert 
any such influence as might have tempted him to fel- 
lowship with them. In an atmosphere of profanity, sen- 
suaUty, and the most coarse and sordid seltishness, he 
continued an Apollo among neat-herds, pure, proud, 
and lofty-minded. 

As was to have been expected, the strike in which 
these masons engaged seemed to him unreasonable, and 
we need not doubt that his view of the matter was 
correct. In point of fact, there was no redeeming 
feature iu his experience of working men dining his resi- 
dence at Niddrie to modify tlie sternly unfavourable 
opinion which he formed of the class. He conchided 
that they were incurably disqualified for promoting their 
true interests by combination. He declared against 
trades' unions, and from this decision he never swerved. 
Finding that WilUam Ross was not only member of a 
house-painters' imion, but one of the ofhcials of the 
society, he told bis friend that his imion would never 
benefit the house-painters as a class, and advised him to 
resign his clerkship. He gives us in the autobiography 
the argmnent which he addressed to Robs, and as it was 
substantially the argmnent he continued to urge against 
trades' unions to the end of his life, it is as well to 
quote it here. ' There is a want/ he said, ' of tnie 
leadership among our operatives in these combinations. 
It is the wilder spirits that dictate the conditions ; and, 
pitching their demands high, they begin usually by en- 
forcing acquiescence among their companions. They are 
tjTants to their fellows ere they come into collision with 
their masters, and have thus an enemy in the camp, not 



TRADES' VNIONS. 151 

unwilling to take advantage of their seasons of weakness, 
and prepared to rejoice, though secretly mayhap, in their 
defeats and reverses. And further, their discomfiture 
will be always quite certain enough when seasons of 
depression come, from the circumstance that, fixing their 
terms in prosperous times, they will fix them with re- 
ference rather to their present power of enforcing them 
than to that medium line of fair and equal adjustment 
on which a conscientious man could plant his foot and 
make a firm stand. Men such as you, able and ready to 
work in behalf of these combinations, will of course get 
the work to do, but you will have Uttle or no power given 
you in their direction : the direction will be apparently in 
the hands of a few fluent gabbers; and yet even they will 
not be the actual directors, — they will be but the expo- 
nents and voices of the general mediocre sentiment and 
inferior sense of the mass as a whole, and acceptable 
only so long as they give utterance to that ; and so, ulti- 
mately, exceedingly Uttle will be won in this way for 
working men. It is well that they should be allowed 
to combine, seeing that combination is permitted to 
those who employ them ; but until the majority of our 
working men of the south become very different from 
what they now are, — greatly wiser and greatly better, — 
there will be more lost than gained by their combina- 
tions. According to the circumstances of the time and 
season, the current will be at one period running in 
their favour against the masters, and at another in favour 
of the masters against them : there will be a continual 
ebb and flow, like that of the sea, but no general ad- 
vance ; and the sooner that the like of you and I get out 
of the rough conflict and jostle of the tideway, and set 
oiu^elves to labour apart on our own internal resources, 
it will be all the better for us.' 
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Of the reasoning by which his c 
ed to reliut these ai^umeats we hare no wnple, 1 
Roes, though modest and diffident to eicess. 
Cfm^inced, and retained his place in the union. Of ^ae 
force of Miller's statements, so far as thej go, there 
can be no doubt ; the question is whether his inferezioe 
is not based on too narrow an induction of focts. 
Tliat cacklers were generally the leaders «rf the witons 
at the tune he wrote, and that they are too often the 
leaders now, msy be admitted. But he seems to 
assume that there is a natm^l necessity in this state 
of things, and to conclude that no schooling by experi- 
ence will suffice to teach working men that the leader- 
ship of the wise man b better than the leadership of the 
fool. Stump-oratorical leadership has been proved long 
ere now to be no necessity in the organizations of work- 
ing men. The charge of tjTannically repressing indi- 
vidual energy may still be brought against imions ; but 
it is an established fact that tliesc associations have been 
the means of keeping tens of tliousands of families out 
of the workhouse, and have dispensed to tens of thou- 
sands of workmen comforts and necessities in time of ill- 
ness. Nearly twenty years have elapsed since Miller 
wrote his autobiography, and perhaps none of our in- 
stitutions have partaken more largely in the general im- 
provement which has characterized that period than 
trades' imions. It is not impossible that, mth the com- 
prehensive information before him which has been ftu:- 
nished by the Committee appointed to inqitire into the 
Bubjetit by the Social Science Association, and by the 
Royal Commission which investigated the question in the 
summer of 1 867, he would have divested himself more 
fully than he ever did of the evil impression made upon 
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his mind by the abject sqiiad in which he had the 
lamentable misfortune to work at Niddrie. 

Be this as it may, his nature, purified and elevated 
bv the influences of his training.remaine^l unoontaminatf^i 
bv the baseness of his companions. Retaining his erect 
human attitude, he breathed freely and without \\\\rx m 
this Grotto of Dogs, while the canine creatures perished. 
He had, besides, the society not only of TTilliani "Ross, 
whose friendship and converse were a perpetual enlace to 
hiin, but of a cousin and a few other Tational persons. 
And the trees were ieafv, the skies were blue, the white 
clouds over the Pentiands radiant in their stainle^jsnej^s. 
and, when the wind raged in the wood behind the cot- 
tage at midnight, he could dream that it was the roll of 
the surge among the crags beside his beloved OomartA . 
While his fellow-workmen in the shed indulged in clumsv 
jest or obscene tattle, he could * croon ' to him<^lf the 
Moaimans Tale, getting into shape during these weeks. 
The poem will not rank high as a work of art, but there 
were a few at that time in Edinbunrh. Scott, JeflFrev, and 
Wilson in the number, who would have heard with in- 
terest that it had been composed by a mason lad of 
twenty-one, who, in the verv moments of composition, 
held mallet and chisel in a shed at Niddrie. The first 
two parts were written here, the remaining thre<^ at 
Cromarty. TVe shall glance at the poem. 

The Boatman s Talc is varied in scene and incident, 
but the gist of the story is that Walter Hogg, a se,*) -faring 
nian, beheld a vision of fiendish creatures who pre- 
dicted his death, that this death took place as announce^l, 
with appropriate circumstances of horror and tx^rror, and 
that the ghost of Walter appeared to his friend and in- 
formed hiTn that the demons, spite of their happy guess. 
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were beings of no great potency, and that he was in a 
state of blessedness. The following stanzas are evidently 
a version of the episode of the apparition in 'Jack 
Grant's Tale.' 

* Oh ! all was dark as dangeon gloom : 

Still louder swelled the roar 
That mshed above, and howled behind, 

And dashed and raged before. 
When gleamed a light, shadeless and bright, 

On cordage, mast, and oar. 

* Now mock me not ; oar stem upon 

I saw a lady stand ; 
A waxen taper straight and tall 

She held in either hand : 
Her lightly flowing garb appeared 

or shining silvery green, 
Her face was calmly pale, her eyes 

Were stars of dazzling sheen. 

* High rose our bows ; when passed the wave. 

Again as low they fell ; 
Tet all unmoved that lady stood ; 
No sailor man, of flesh and blood, 

Had kept her berth so well.* 

The scene of the apparition of Walter was also on 
ship-board, but the vessel had evidently never been on 
the stocks at Cromarty or elsewhere. 

*• Her sails were white as summer cloud. 
Her mast a boreal ray, 
A fiery star bedecked her prow, 
Begemmed with light her stem below 

The circling eddies play. 
• • • • 

* Now mark me ; on her silver deck 

Unharmed did Walter stand ; 
And on each side, and round behind. 
There watched a seraph band. 

* The rainbow of the shower yeVe seen, 

The dazzling sun ye see ; 
Oh ! orbs and hues of heaven alone 

To the good may likened be, 
When they doflf their garb of fragile clay 

To bathe in eternity. 
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' And lovely was the amile that dwelt 
On Waltur'e placid face ; 
Twaa — but 'twere vain to strive to tell, 

For words can ne'er express 
The bcBiiIy of that sinless smile 
Of perrect happiness.' 

On the subject of the demons which had appeared to 
I when on earth, the gliost becomes homiletic. 

'Tiion sure hast read in Heaven's own book 
(Ub, search that vuliime well I) 
How that of old the seraph tribes 

Grew proud and did rebel ; 

And how that from the height of heaven 

To deepest woe they fell. 

' Of these the band whose dark presage 

Did sore my heart dismay ; 

Yet harmless in the lonely wood 

And in the storm are they. 
But ah ! right fearful, though scarce feared. 
When in man's heart they Stay, 
* dread them when the wanton smiles, 
And when the bowl is set ; 
dread them when thy heart is glad. 
And when tliy cheeks are wet. 



' But if on Heaven thy tnist 

To fear tliou dost not we 

For stron^r i 

Than all tlj 






e fiends of hell.' 

two last lines really do credit to the mason lad. 
lOne can imagine him giWng a vigorous stroke or two 
I "With his mallet as he ' crooned ' them out. 

The influence of Coleridge's Ancient Mariner and 
I of Hogg's Queens Wake are traceable in the Boatman's 
\Tale. 

After working two seasons at Niddrie, Miller re- 

I turned to Cromarty. The voyage was long, and in its 

coiu'se he composed the verses which are quoted in the 

autobiography aa Wntten at Sea. His uncles, his 

cousin Geoi^e, and other Mends and relatives, welcomed 

-him on the beach. 



CHAPTER V. 



THE STOXE-CUTTEIIS DISEASE LINES TO SISTER JEASIE— 

BENEWS HT3 FHIENDSHIP WITH SWANSON AKD COBRE- 
SPONDS WITH ROSS — WRITES AN ODE OS GREECE AND 
OFFERS IT TO THE 'SCOTSMAN.' 



MILLER returned from Edinburgh in unbroken 
spirits. Whatever the drawbacks of his Edinburgh 
sojourn, he had never ceased to be happy, and his mood, 
as we Icam from an expression used in a letter to William 
Ross, had commonly been that of exuberant gaiety. But 
one circumstance connected with his work while at 
Edinburgh now comes into view, to which it is impos- 
sible to refer without moumfulness. "UTiile the young 
journeyman, so brave of spirit, so modestly content with 
his exile from the society he was fitted to adorn, was 
cutting blocks into pillars in the shed at Niddrie, the 
seeds of painful and ineradicable disease were being 
sown in his constitution. The hardships of his appren- 
ticeship had brought hun to the gates of death, and 
although he seemed to have recovered his strength, it is 
probable that his lungs were of less than average vigour 
when be entered as a journeyman upon the occupation 
of stone-hewing. In two seasons he became so deeply 
affected with ' the stone-cutter's malady,' that he had to 
choose between throwing himself loose for a season from 
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his emplo^Tnent and certain death. ' So general,' he j 
says, ' is the affection, that few of our Edinburgh stone- J 
cutters pass their fortieth year unscathed, and not one 
out of every fifty of their number ever readies his forty- 
fifth." 

I For the first month or two after his return to 
[Cromarty, he deemed it probable that his illness had 
gone too far for recovery. ' I still remember,' — these 
are his words, — ' the rather pensive than sad feeling with 
which I used to contemplate, at this time, an early death, 
and the intense love of nature that drew me, day after 
day, to the beautiful scenery which surrounds my native 
town, and which I loved all the more from the conscious- 
is that my eyes might so soon close upon it for ever/ 
was at this time that he composed the Unes ' To < 
Jeanie.' The little girl of five, to whom he addressed 
them, was his mother's eldest daughter by her second 
marriage. With that gentleness which ever character- 
ized him, he made friends with Jeanie, and led her by 
the hand m his quiet walks. The lines are in the 
Scottish dialect, of which Miller was never such a master 
Bums. They are not distinguished by power or i 
iginality, but are interesting as a reflex of his mood at I 
le time, and breathe — the closing stanzas especially — 
sn unaffected and artless pathos. 

' Tlioiigh to thee a Hpring Bhnll rise, | 

An' scenes aa fair salute thine cyea ; 
An' thongli, through many a cliidless day, 
My wiDBOtne Jean ahull he heartsotne and gay; 
' no wh« grasps thy little hand 
Nac knger at thy side nhall stand, 
Nor o'er the flower-hesprinkied brae 
Lead thee tlie lowaest an' the bonniest way. 
' Dost thon Bee yon yard sae green, 
Sprechled wi' many a mossy stano f 
A few short weeks o'pain shall fly, 
An' asleep in that bed sh&U thy puir brither tia. 
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'Then thy inither'e tears awhile 
May chide thy joy ao' damp thy smile ; 
Gut Hime ilk grief shall wear awa', 
Aad I'll be forgotten by aoe an' by a'. 

'Dinna think the thought is aad; 
Life vexed me afl, but this mat's glad : 
When cnuld my heart and closed tiiy e'e, 
Bonny shall the dreams o' my slumbers be.' 

But- he is young, and though his lungs have been 
perruauently and incurably injured, the energy of his 
constitution, aided by repose and by peace of mind, is 
sufficient for the present to conquer the disease. With 
returning health return his interest in life and bis intel- 
lectual ambition. He renews bis friendship with John 
Swanson, who bad recently abandoned a growing business 
in Cromarty with a view to devoting himself to the work 
of the Christian ministry in connection with tlie Church 
of Scotland, and opens a correspondence ^vith William 
Ross. Swanson who, six years previously, had been 
one of his most intimate friends, he finds improved 
in all respects. John had thrown off a habit of sarcasm 
which formerly disguised his kindness of heart, and ' his 
judgment,' says Miller to Baird, ' had attained a strength 
and niceness of edge which I had not before found 
eijualled.' In a few hours after they met, the friends 
were more closely knit in the bonds of amity than they 
had ever been. ' After parting with him for the even- 
ing,' says Miller again, ' my spirits were so exhilarated 
that I felt as if intoxicated.' 

While he worked as a stone-cutter, Swanson had 
been preparing himself by a regular education for the 
duties of a learned profession. ' I found my fineud,' 
writes Miller, ' to be one of the few persons who become 
wise in proportion as they grow learned.' He adds the 
following characteristic estimate of the effect of formal 
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culture upon a certain order of minds : — ' My acquaint- 
ance with men of education, though not very extensive, 
is yet sufficiently so to convince me that the people 
whose capacities average between mediocrity and the 
lower extreme of intellect are rather injured than bene- 
fited by being made scholars. Men of this kind, when 
bred up to a conunon mechanical profession, are generally 
quiet and unpretending, useful to society and possessed 
of an almost instinctive knowledge of those rules of 
conduct an attention to which makes easy the passage 
through life. As scholai's, however, they frequently 
bear a character much the reverse of this. I have met 
witli such newly set loose from college, and have taken 
an inventory of their intellectual stock. A smattering 
of Greek aud Latin ; an afi'ected admiration of wTitings 
whose merits they have neither taste uor judgment to 
appreciate ; a few confused philosophical notions ; a few 
broken ideas, the imperfect transcripts, not of things, 
but of other ideas ; an ability of conveying trite 
thoughts in common language ; a pride that gloats 
enraptured over these attainments ; and a sincere con- 
mpt for the class of people whom they deem the ignor- 
nt. Pamell's beautiful description of a lake when 
"■perfectly calm and when ruffled by a pebble illustrates 
happily the minds of men of true and of fictitious learn- 
ing. The sensoriimis of the former are mirrors of the 
Kiverse,-— those of the latter present only scenes of 
jken fragments.' 
Swanson, like most young men of ability who study 
the Scottish colleges, was an eager metaphysician, 
meraed in the study of Locke, Hiune, Berkeley, and 
neid. On the lighter departments of literature he 
looked with indifference, tempered by disdain. Miller's 
pursuits and preferences were of precisely the opposite 



^^enraj: 
^bnnpi 



purs 



ICO 



THE JOURNEYMAN. 



character. He was addicted to poetry, and thought 
metaphysics dry and displeasing. ' In a few months, 
however, he (Swanson) had become an admirer of the 
elegancies of composition, and I (Miller) of metaphysical 
acnteness. He perused the Paradise Logt of Milton 
with astonishment, I the Ussa^s of Hume with admira- 
tion.' 

Strongly -contrasted with the vigorous, practical 
Swanson, is Miller's other friend, of whom we have 
already heard so much, William Ross. If in any one of 
his early associates there was a ray of genius, it was in 
this hapless youth. What he wanted was at bottom 
nothing else but health. He blamed himself, and his 
friends blamed him, for indolence ; but it was not in- 
dolence, it was the lassitude of failing life, the weariness 
of approaching death, that palsied his energies. Keen 
and clear in his intellectual perceptions, he had a 
half-consciousness of this, but he did not know it well 
enough to silence his self-upbraidings. He told Miller 
that he, Ross, lacked the stamina which would one day 
raise his friend above the crowd, and regarded his own 
efforts with melancholy contempt. But for the sympa- 
thetic tenderness of Hugh's nature, there could have 
been no friendship between him and Ross ; the men 
were very different. ' I need not remind you,' writes 
Hugh, from Cromiyty in May, 1S25, ' that though ever 
desirous of each other's company, we were not always 
very happy together. There was so mucli whim on the 
one side, and so little philosophy on the other — -the one 
was so low-spirited, the other so madly-spirited — that not 
husband and wife (and that is saying a good deal) could 
agree worse together.' 

MUler felt the genuine worth of Ross, appreciated 
his fine qualities, and with a beautiful assiduity of 
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friendship strove to woo him from his listlessness and 
his dcpressiou. The poor fellow stmggled fitfully, but 
in vain. ' indolence ! ' Ross exclaims in one of his 
letters, ' thou demon who hnst ever had sucli power 
over me (never more than now), accept the heartiest, 
bitterest cm^es of thy victim. Unnerved by thy bane- 
ful influences, I have loitered in the dark valley of 
obscurity until the day of life is far spent — until clouds 
have arisen and obscured the bright vistas through which 
I tince hoped my path would He. I am even losing the 
little ground I have gained. I am sliding backwards. 
The want of natural abilities, the want of a proper 
education, the want of a rational confidence — each of 
these throw rough steep obstacles in the path of many 
a poor sojourner ; but when thou, O fiend ! seizest the 
will and makest it thine own, we struggle no longer 
against these obstacles. No! we sit down at thy feet 
and merely think of them. But why address the fiend ? ' 
In ft more pensive mood, he contrasts his ovm situation 
with that of Miller ■, ' I can scarce say I desire anything. 
Here I live as an exile, without a fiiend or a scene near 
me that I love — without anything to wish or enjoy. 
How grateful ought you to be to the great Benefactor 
who has placed you in a situation so tnily dehghtful ! 
I can in imagination pictiu-e you at work on the chapel 
brae, where everything around you is so still, so fresh, ao 
beautiful. lean see green woods and yellow fields; a 
little quiet town at a convenient distance, with the blue 
ives half encirclmg it, and the blue hills peeping over 
Did I say I had sunk into such an apathy as to be 
indifferent to desire anj-thing ? If so, I have spoken 
amiss, for there are things which I can still desire. Did 
I say yon ought to be grateful to the Giver of all good ? 
discontented, restless thing that I am, I have 
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>Mr l > c«u$e for being grateful also.' He has a deep 
aAsrtk^i for ililler, and a pride in his friend. ' You 
tiwi|ilfuu, my friend, of melancholy. Had I such a heart 
VS yo«rs, 1 think I could be happy even in grief. It is 
«f «gBmler and more delicate cast than I had imagined, 
•md 1 am glad of it.' 

Occasionally Ross introduces a similitude so apt and 
so beautiful that we feel keenly how real, how fine, if 
sVnder, was his vein of genius. Remarking that all 
wh<i know him think well of him, he pi-oceeds with his 
usual self-depreciation to account for the fact: 'AH 
these men only see me in part, and (for such is the 
uature of all earthly things when viewed from a distance) 
what they do see of me appears other than what it is. The 
clouds which so gloriously encircle the setting sun, and 
whose beauty in description no com])arison can heighten, 
are but wreaths of watery vapour ; and the distant hill, 
though its azure hue vies in depth and beauty with that 
of the cloudless firn^ameiit, is a mass of rock and earth, 
half covered with a stiuited vegetation. What am I in 
reaUty ? ^\Tiat is my heart ? — a cold, vicious thing, 
devoid of enei^, affection, and peace.' Tliis is a far >-^ 
deeper thought than Thomson's about the enchantment '■'^ 
of distance. Mr Ruskin expands what is e.ssentially the ^ 
same idea as the poor consumptive house-painter's into 
one of the most eloquent passages in his works ;* but 

* ' Are not all natural thin^, it may be asked, as lovely near as 
faraway? Kay, not bo. Look at tlie clonds, and watdi tlie delicate 
BcnIptni'B of tlieir alabaster Bidea, and the rounded lustre of their mag- 
nificent rolling. Tliey were meant to bo beheld far awny ; tliey were 
shaped for their place, high above your head ; approach tliein, and they 
fuse into vague mista, or whirl away in tierce fragments of thunderous 
vapour. Look at the crest of the Alp, from the far-away plains over 
which its light is cast, whence human eouls have communion with it 
by Uioir myriade. Tiie child looke up to it in the dswu, and the 
hnsbacHman in the burden and hoot of the daj-, and (he old man 
roing down of the sun, and it in to them all as the celestial city 
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the appropriate and beautiful application of^t to the 
judgment of human character belongs to Ross alone. 

Still finer, perhaps, is the following : * The virtuous 
man has not only the approbation of others but his own. 
It is said by philosophers that the air we breathe would 
a most oppressive burden to us did it not penetrate 

pores of our bodies, and by filling every cavity within 
render us unconscious to the weight which presses from 
without. Thus the self-approbation of the virtuous man 
renders the approbation of others an invigorating, re- 
freshing thing ; but without it (I speak from experience) 
the voice of praise appears a cruel irony — a weight which 
bends the consciously unworthy soul to the very dust.' 
Poor fellow ! He was so good and so gifted that all who 
knew him loved and admired him ; and so gentle-hearted, 
so modest, and self-accusing, that even their admiration 
gave him pain. In the same letter we have a glimpse of 
the country about Perth : ' The scenery about Perth is ex- 
quisitely beautiful. The day upon which I first came 
within sight of it was calm and pleasant, and, then in 
its decline, was clothing the woods, hills, and fields 
with a yellow light. The Tay, speckled with boats and 
small vessels, like a vein of silver winded through the 
landscape. The distant town, half mking with an azure 
cloud which rested above it, seemed (to use the words 
of my favoiu-ite poet) 

world's horizon ; dyed witb the depth of heaven, and clollied with the 
calm of eternity. There was it set, for holy dominion, by Him who 
marked for the sun His journey, and tiado the moon know her going 
donn. It was built fur its place in the far-off sky; approach it, and, as 
the soond of the voice of man dies away about its fouudatioo, and the 
tideorhnmanlirOjBhatteredupon the vast aerial shore, is at last met by 
the El^mal " Hero shall thy waves be alayed," the glory of its aspect 
liidee into blanched fearfulueBS : its purple walla are rent into grisly 
rocks, its silver fretwork saddened into wasting snow : the atorm-brands 
of ageji are on its breast, the aaties of its own ruin lie solemnly on its 
'lite raJiuenl." — Sloacs of Venice. 
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"B town of fairy- loiid, a tliiog of earth and sky," 
while the aerial hue of the distant liills spake of the skill of 
nature's painting — a hue evidently intended to sort with, 
to melt into the hues of the firmament. The sun lingered 
a while on the top of his hill, as if admiring the scene, 
and then sunk heneath it. For a time the golden clouds, 
like the miuisters of a good king deceased, strove to be 
what he had been ; but the attempt was above their 
power, they languished, and the scene became duller and 
blacker, until at length the grey mantle of evening was 
spread over it.' Are there not tones and touches 
here of what Mr Carlyle calls nature's ' master-piece and 
darling, the poetic soul ?' That such a soul should have 
been placed amid the desolate circumstances of William 
Ross — hopelessly poor, hopelessly ill — suggests some of 
the deepest questionings in the stern mystery of human hfe. 
It was in September of 182G that Hugh Miller made 
Ilia first attemjjt to address his countrymen in the 
columns of a newsjiaper. He wTote an Ode on Greece, 
and conuuissioned William Ross to hand it into the ofBco 
of the Scotsman. A note was at the same time addressed 
to the editor. ' The enclosed Ode.' writes Hugh with 
the anxious dignity of the young author, ' was written at 
a time when the cause of the Greeks appeared desperate, 
by one who has looked upon their glorious stniggle for 
independence with a wish and a sigh. Had his powers 
of mind equalled his feelings in strength or vivacity, his 
poem would rouse like the blast of a trumpet, hut, alas ! 
you w\\\ soon perceive that it displays little of the art — 
perhaps little of the spirit — of the poet. He who can 
only court tlie Muses in the few intervals of rest which a * 
laborious occupation affords must be indeed fortunate if 
he prove a favoured suitor.' The Ode is hardly above 
the average standard of juvenile compositions, though 



ODE ON GREECE. 1G5 

liere and there a vigorous note breaks through, echoed 
■cm Byron. The poet has no mercy on the doctrine of 
ilion-intervciition, and addresses his own country in tones 
of haughty rebuke. 

' Alas for Groece ! but not alona 

For wretched Greece the tears shall flow ; 
Adorned by glory's brightest zone, 
Her fame shall soothe her woe. 
But thou, proud home of weallli, for thee 
Heavy the patriot's heart must be. 
Sny, dark of spirit, hast thou sold 
The souls of men for sordid gold? 
And plied each art of niggard trade, 
When hapless patriots toiled and bled ? 
And filled tliy coffers o'er the dead ? ' 

He exhorts Greece to bestir herself, and is very at 
rith the Turks. 

' Bouse thee, Greece I a fearful sign 

la pictured on tlie awful sky ; 
Ruin awaits the Moslem line, 

Mahomet's faith shall die 1 
The falchion cleaves the turbaned head, 

The Koran's darkened page is torn, 
And Turkey's streams are rolling red 

With blood of the nubom. 

• * • • « 

Alaa for hapless Greece ! again 

The dark clouds gather roiirid her head ; 
Her Byron's lyre was swept in vain, 

Id vain her children bled. 
But vengeance loads the coming gale. 

And ore the tyrant grosps the rod. 
His soul shall shrink, his strength shall fail, 

Beneath the brand uf God ! ' 

How this trumpet-blast might have influenced the 
?ek8 we cannot tell. The editor of the Scotsman 
■oved a Trojan on the occasion, and Miller's Ode was 
"returned upon his hands. 

Not long after, Hugh refers to the siibject in a letter 
to Rosa, and bravely decides that the piece might not 
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have been worth publishing after all ' Perhaps ' — lie 
tlius expresses his philosophical resignation — ' mv Ode 
was ill-timed — perhaps its merits are of so doubtful a 
kind that no one except myself can discover them, per- 
haps — but I have said enough. AA'hv should I be a 
seeker after fame? Fame is not happiness — it is not 
virtue. IJdd men enjoy it — wretched men attain it. It 
rewarded the deeds of Erostratus as largely as those of 
Ijoonidas.' With equal judiciousness and self-severity, 
he touches upoTi his efforts in the way of mental im- 
provement, ' It is the remark of a celebrated writer, 
that without long and serious application no man, how- 
ever great his natiu-al abilities, can attain the art of 
writing correctly. At one time I flattered myself with 
the hope of becoming a correct writer; and with the 
intention of applying myself sedulously to the study of 
the English language, I collected several works that 
trojitcid of grnirirnnr and composition. Besides these helps 
I also calculated upon the assistance of my friend John 
Swanson. But though repeatedly warned by experience, 
I did not calculate upon that volatility of mind which I 
have ever found as difficult to fix upon any single object, 
whatever may be its importance, as to fix quicksilver on 
an inclined plane ; and now I can look back upon my 
lialf-attempt at becoming an English scholar just as I 
ran upon every other speculation in which I have been 
engaged. I see a fine foundation laid, but no super- 
structure. I still propose, however, to become a correct 
writiir, imt it nnist be in the manner in which Cowley 
became a grammarian. That ingenious poet, sjieaking 
of himself, saw : — " I was so much an enemy to all con- 
straint that my masters could ne\"er prevail on me by 
any |>crsuasion or encouragement to learn without book 
the common rules of grammar, in which they dispensed 
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with rae alone because they found I made a shift to do 
the usual exercise out of my own reading and observa- 
tion." ' 

In a letter written about the same time, we have 
simdry remarks on literary subjects. ' You ask me 
whether I now read Byron or 0\id. I reply in the 
affirmative. I do read every work of ability that falls in 
my way, whatever the opinions or intentions of their 
authors were ; but in reading these works I always 
strive to keep in view certain leading truths which serve 
as tests to discover and sepanite sophistry from argu- 
ment, and as lights to dissipate those shades of obliquity 
I which are cast over virtue, both by its artful enemies 
■nd injudicious friends. At the birth of om- Sariour, 
&e shrine of Apollo at Delphi spake no longer with its 
mysterious organs of what was or of what was to come. 
He who was the truth had come into the world, and 
every oracle of lies had become dumb. At His death, 
the veil of the temple was rent in twain, and truth 
was no longer a mysteiy. Thus by His power that 
which %vas false and that which was true became alike 
evident. ITie Gospels are still in our hands, and 
they, like Him of whom they speak, silence falsehood 
and discover truth. He wlio takes up the mitings 
of Byron, Ovid, or Moore, or any of the many writings 
^^ of those men who have so fearfidly misapplied the 
^Hftalents which God gave them, will, if impressed with a 
^^pvdeep sense of the true religion, run no risk of being 
^^ allured and led astray by the blandishments of vice. 
But what can induce, it may be asked, a man of religious 
principle to penise a volume in which he must of neces- 

Isity come in contact with the allurements of vice, in 1 

which all that he loves will be made to appear in its J 

least lovely form, all that he hates or has to fear in its I 
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most engaging and dangerous ? To this I would reply 
that it is no verj' honourable safety which is ])rocurt'd by 
flight. Why should a man who stands upon the ad- 
vantage ground of truth and virtiie j-ield to the emissaries 
of vice and error? May he not, as did Gideon the son of 
Joash, descend into the camp of these Midianifes, and 
listen to the ominous visions which perplex them, or ex- 
amine the unsocial sophistries upon which they have 
founded their sptems, or expose the futility of the vaui 
beliefs upon which they have founded their hopes ? But 
to speak in plainer language, there are many advantages 
which may be derived from a real philosophical perusal 
of the writings of these men. Many of tliem were en- 
dowed with extraordinary talents — were the friends of 
civil liberty, and excelled in the art of reasoning and of 
writmg well. I cannot read the Essays of Hume with- 
out seeing the necessity of entrencliing myself behind the 
bulwarks of Christianity. All those outworks which are 
raised in every direction around these bulwarks, some of 
them by mistaken good, and othcre by designing bad 
men, must be forsaken ; for I find I have to do with a 
foe who can lay bare the designs and demolish the 
sophistries of the designing priest, who can cnish at one 
blow the boasted illuminations of the enthusiast and 
fanatic. But when I retire within the citadel of Chris- 
tianity, I see from it the ingenious philosoplicr becoming 
a sophist, the powerful warrior assailing a rock of 
adamant with a battering-ram of straw .... The Don 
Juan of Byron is an extraordinary poem, in my opinion 
ten times more so than the Hudibras of Butler. It dis- 
plays a thorough knowledge of human character — of the 
crimes and frailties of mankind.' 

' Feb. 20. — Since I conversed with yon I have toiled 
and played — I have eat and drank, walked and slept ; I 
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tave been happy and indifferent, and — no, not sad. And 
»w I am again with my friend, dra\y then your chair 
^fl little nearer, and I shall tell you of my toils and amuse- 
Lments. I have been quarrying at Navity shore stones 
r for a house which my cousin Robert Ross is going to 
r build, and with my uncles and cousins have brought 
phome several boat-loads of them. You renienilier 
iNavity, with its rough bold shore, steep precipices and 
laloping braes, so I need not tell you that there are few 
P places where he who labours is so ready to forget that 
labour is a curse. Nor need I tell you how pleasant I 
foimd it to sweep on the calm wave in a fine frosty 

I morning, past the rude bays and steep promontories of 
the Gallow-hill, or how grand and awful the wide 
caverns, rugged precipices, and wooded brow of that 
bill appeared when our boat crept round its shores, 
heavy laden in a clear moonshine night.' His amuse- 
ments are principally verse-making and solitary walks. 
He proceeds to describe one of the latter. ' 1 left the 
■ bouse about fom- o'clock in the evening, passed along the 
rehore, climbed the rock at the dropping cave, descended 
lagain, and in half an hour from my setting out foimd 
l-myself at the Doocot Cave. I have attempted a 
Idescription of this cave and the surrounding scenery in 
■my Tale of Youth. I next struck a light, kindled my 
torch, and proceeded to explore the cavern. Its depth 
s a himdred and fifty feet, its height varies from eighteen 
) twenty. Its sides are encrusted by a beautiful white 
^tone, resembling marble, and formed by springs of a 
liipetrifying quality which ooze through its roof, while its 
Moor is composed of a damp mouldy earth, strewn o\er 
Jirith fragments of rock. In a cleai- day, from the height 
ind straightness of the cavern, the light penetrates to 
I inmost recess, but as yester evening was dull and 



170 THE JOURNEYMAN. 

cloudy, fifty feet from its entrance was dark as midnight ; 
even the rays of my torch seemed lost in the gloom. 
As I proceeded, however, and as the sides of the cavern 
approached each other, and its roof lowered, the light 
appeared to gather strength. When I had gained the 
extreme end, I tied my torch to a pillar of stone which 
depended like an icicle from the roof, and then groped 
my way back to its entrance, from whencfe 1 contemplated 
the scene. Have you not obsored in a stormy night, 
when the sky is covered with clouds, how bright and 
clear the stars which look down through a small opening 
appear? Only imagine these clouds darker, and one 
solitary star looking through them brighter than you 
have ever seen cloud or star, and you will have some 
idea of the appearance which the Doocot Cave presented 
when my torch twinkled in its deepest recess.' 
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POEMS ADDRESSED TO ROSS — SERIOUS THOUGHTS — CORRESPOND- 
ENCE 'W^TH SW ANSON — FREAKISH HUMOUR DESCENDS 

INTO THE TOMB OF THE URQUHARTS — IS CATECHIZED BY 
MR STEWART — ^WRITING IN THE OPEN AIR — A PROSE- 
LYTIZING BORE—- CORRESPONDENCE ON RELIGION. 

TWO of Miller's early poems are addressed to William 
Ross, the one entitled an Ode, the other an Epistle. 
Neither is of importance, but in the Epistle, written in 
tRe Scottish dialect, occur the following lines, part of an 
enumeration of the joys of wealth, — 

* Tlje power o* aiding honest men 

Should be iUel' a heaven o' pleasure.* 

These, I think, are w^orthy of Bums. 

The Epistle is sad throughout. It is Miller's design, 
as he informs Ross in prose, to give him a 'faithful 
picture ' of his mind * when overcast by those clouds of 
constitutional melancholy that obscure it so often.' 

* The lover's joy, the star o' fame, 

The Muse, the bliss that waits upon her, 
The ray that gilds the warrior's name, 

The tags and toys o' boastful honour, 
Are shades that on the calm smooth wave 

Shine bonny as the northern streamer ; 
But they fade and die when the wild blasts rave, 

And leave to woe the wakened dreamer. 
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'• Tiicre reigned a king id ancient time, 

Tlie wlHest ever swayeil a eceplre ; 
Hia deep aly Baws, and Bongs sublime, 

Shine bright on the fair page o' Scripture. 
And he, llie wyliest sure o' men, 

For bliw tried ilka eclieme o' living, 
But he Touad at length hie labours vaiu. 

And life a Bcene o' crime and grieviug.' 

Light, however, breaks through. In a tone of earnest- 
ness which contrasts strongly with his references to 
religion in his earlier productions, prose or verse, he 

exclaims — 

' Hark ! wherefore bursts that rapturous swell ? 

Why are the night's dark shadows riren ? 
" A Saviour sought the depths o' hell, 

That such as thee might rise to heaven." 
' My cares, my hopes, my wishes climb 

Tu reach that Friend who reigns above me ; 
Truth's beat perfection dwells in Uim, 

And He has sworn to aid and love me.' 

The composition of these stanzas is connected with a 
revolution which has been silently transacting itself in 
the mind and character of Hugh Miller, and which 
will come under oiu- notice as we review his corre- 
spondence of this period with John Swanson. 

We have seen that, from his childhood, lie had dis- 
played a tine natural disposition ; that he was fearless, 
unselfish, affectionate. Of the baser passions, avarice 
and cruelty, he never exhibited a trace ; and of that 
less ignoble passion which has frequently co-existed 
with high and generous attributes of character, but 
which has frequently also, as in Mirabeau, Bums, and 
Byron, made wreck of the palaces of the soul, he was 
singularly destitute. The extravagances of his boyhood, 
— the pranks of a wild, free, gipsying life, — reaching 
their climax of wickedness in robbery of an orchard 
and rebeUion against an uncle, would not be regarded 
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even by a morose school of moralists as portending a 
vicious manhood. The lessons which he received from 
Uncle James and Uncle Sandy had sunk deep into his 
heart, even when he chafed under tlieir incidcation ; and 
while he passed through the severely salutary discipline 
of his apprenticeship, his feelings towards those ad- 
mirable men had gradually settled into n profound and 
filial regard. As we mark him, therefore, among his 
comrades of the bothy and the slicd. we are struck 
by the moral nobleness, the virgin piu'ity, which con- 
stantly attend him, and which render him undefilable 
by the foulness amid which he moves. But religion 
had not become the supreme influence in his mind ; he 
was still— he knew it liimself, and his friends knew it 
— 'in the camp of the unconverted.' 

We saw that, on returning from Edinburgh, he 
renewed his acquaintance with John Swanson, and that 
the closest friendship was soon established between them. 
Swanson, as we have said, had recently thrown up a 
growing business in Cromarty, had resolved to become b 
preacher of the Gospel, and had proceeded, shortly after 
the renewal of his intimacy with Miller, to Aberdeen in 
order to pursue his studies. His robust and healthful 
nature was aglow with the im])assioned ardour of first 
faith and first love. ' Oh ! ' he exclaims to Miller in a 
letter dated Aberdeen, July, IS25, 'I pant after that 
time when I may be fully assured that you are travel- 
ling towards Zion 1 Oh, there is much encouragement 
held out to us in the Scriptures to come to Christ I His 
love, how amazing ! The subject has an effect on my 
feelings — but if I would speak of it, I feel my tongue 
tied. Angels cannot do justice to His love — how in- 
finitely short then must we come ! How forcible does 
ihat expression appear to those who have considered it 
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aright, " It pnsseth knowledge ! " I cannot bid him 
God speed who would deny Hia willingness to save us. 
No ! the more I consider the subject, the more am I 
persuaded that He delighteth in mercy.' 

There was doubtless an answer to this from Miller, 
but I have not found it. In Sept., 1S25, Swanson again 
■writes, and still, apparently in response to hesitation 
exhibited, or objections started, by his correspondent, 
insists upon the plenitude of the Divine mercy. ' He 
is described aa holding out His hands all day long to a 
rebellious and gainsaying people, and shall we impionsly 
dare to say that He is unwilling to receive any ? 'Tis 
true there are mysterious doctrines in the Bible ; 'tis 
true, election, &c., are spoken of; but if I know aught of 
the spirit of the Scriptui'es, these were ne\'er meant to 
keep a returning sinner back from God. — Indeed, I pre- 
sume we often mistake this very doctrine. It appears 
to me not as intended for our use before conversion, but 
after it. It seems to me given for the support and con- 
solation of the saints, and not as a question for the 
returning penitent. We never hear of the apostles 
making use of such expressions as these to an inquirer : 
- — -" It may be you are not elected. It may be, though 
you tell us you believe, you are deceived." But we find 
them asking this question, — " Dost thou beheve ? " Be- 
lieve what ? That Jesus is the Clurist. And I ask you, 
my dear Hugh, dost thou believe ? Do you believe that 
He lived ? that He was the Sent of God ? that He died 
to save sinners ? I know that thou belicvest. Well, is 
your life and conversation corresponding to this belief? 
Do you pray ? read the Scriptures ? obey the injunctions 
of Cluist?" 

Miller, however, is shy of coming to cbse quarters. 
In a letter of I8tb November, he takes a sportive tone 
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and chats lightly on miscellaneous matters. Here is a 
jotting which may be read with interest. RnmmagJng, 
one evening, among his papers, he comes upon the un- 
completed manuscript of the Boatman's Talc. He 
seizes it. ' Off we went,' he proceeds, ' and in the 
[twinkle of an eye arrived at Mart|uis shore. Daily did 
'my fires smoke in the cave there until I had completed 
my tale. By the way, I found your fire-box extremely 
useful. Martinis cave has ever since my childhood been 
B favourite haunt of mine. If the romantic scenery of 
the great world has an effect of moulding the fancies of 
the little one, I know no place where with better success 
that species of poetry which I have attempted in my tale 
may be studied. — 1 would send your favourite Pope to 
write verses in some august palace, where his eye might 
rove over the chaste ornaments of ai-chitecture, or rest 
upon gay statues and gorgeous thrones. I would place 
Milton on the blue summit of Etna, "NATien the sun 
laughed upon the world which stretched beneath his feetj 
I would fancy him enjoying its beauties. When an 
earthquake made hills tremble and destroyed cities, or 
hen some furious storm dashed upon the base of his 
ne, I could imagine him elate in the midst of horror 
and death, mingling his song with the music of the tem- 
pest. To my master, Coleridge, I will dispose of Mar- 
quis pave. There, on the rude mass of granite, which I 
have rolled from the beach, let liim sit and enjoy the 
fire I ha\'e kindled. There let him listen to the roar of 
the ocean as it beats against the rocks, or to the blast 
roaring above his head through shattered crags and 
ragged furze, and when his mind is filled with the wild 
images which on every hand present themselves, let him 
sing of Ijewildered mariners and wretched spirits. — Are 
jou not tired? I am sure I am. My spirits are 
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MTetchedly low at present, nntl I write bombast becausd 
unnble to wTite anything better.' 

But Swanson is in a mtmd far too earnest to be 
pleased with Miller's light humour, and he gently re- 
bukes the levity of this letter. It ' yielded ' him, he 
frankly says, ' some degree of disappointment.' He re- 
turns at once to his point, and puts the direct question, 
' Have you made your peace with God ? ' Hugh can 
now fence no louger. He confesses that he had been 
prevented from res])onding to his friend's appeals by a 
' backward mistrustful pride and bashfulness.' In sim- 
ple-hearted reliance on the friendliness of a correspond- 
ent who justified the confidence reposed in liim. he gives 
an account of himself. ' At times I have tried to pray. 
At times 1 have even thought that'these prayers were not 
in vain. I have striven to humble my proud spirit by 
reflecting on my foolishness, my misery, and guilt. I 
have thought to be reconciled to that God who, in His 
awful justice, has doomed the sinner to destruction, yet 
who, in His infinite mercy, has found out a way of re- 
demption ; but I am an unsteady and a wavering creature, 
nursing in my foolishness vain hopes, blinded by vaiii 
affections, in short, one who, though he may have his 
minutes of conviction and contrition, is altogether en- 
amoured of the things of this world and a contenmer of 
the cross.' 

The letter in which this pa.ssage occurs is dated 
December, 1825. About this time Swanson becomes 
so absorbed in his studios that he finds it impossible 
to devote time to correspondence, and he wTites Miller 
briefly, on the 14th of January, 1S26, to that effect. 
' Go on, my dear Hugh ' — he saj^, in reference to the 
chief subject on which they had exchanged thoughts — 
' go on, and the Lord Himself wilt bless you. If you 
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are not under the teaching of the Spirit of God I am 
deceived, and if I do not find yoii soon established 
in the way of happiness, peace, and life, I shall be 
miserably disappointed.' 

One cannot help remarking, by the way, that this cor- 
responilence is creditable to these young friends. ' How,' 
exclaims Miller in one of his letters, ' can I repay you 
for that deep, that generous interest which yon take in 
my spiritual concerns ! How can I make a suitable 
return for a friendship which, imlike the cold, selfish 
attachments of earth, approaches, in its nature and 
affectionate disinterestedness, to the love of Heaven? 
Perhaps I say too much — I am certain you will think 
BO — but mth a heart so full a wiser man could hardly 
say less.' Modest, noble, kind-hearted Hugh ! How 
many would have resented Swanson's interference in 
afi'airs which jealous pride and sensitive independence 
might so plausibly allege to lie solely between a man 
and his Maker ! From the meanness of such pride and 
the bitterness of such independence. Miller's true heart 
guards him well. He is deeply grateful. Swanson, for 
his part, thrilling with joy in the possession of the pearl 
of price, yearns to share the treasure with his friend, and 
to seal their friendship with the seal of immortality. 

Pleased, perhaps, for the moment, that his corre- 
Bpondence with Swanson should take a less earnest turn, 
-Miller recurs, in bis next letter, to hia vein of light, 
iscellaueous writing. On the 26th of February he 
gives his friend an account of a solitary excursion 
undertaken by him, some weeks previously, to the Drop- 
ping Cave. The day was tempestuous. ' Avaihng my- 
iself,' he write.'i, ' of the moment when a huge wave in 
itiring left the beach uncovered, I sprang forward and 
jgained the cave. There I seated myself on the very 
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rock where, as tradition informs us, the naked, grev- 
bearded man, a few nights before a shipwreck, seats 
himself and looks mounifuliy on the sea. Shakespeare 
says something very severe of the man who does not 
love music, — my ear is wretchedly dull, but as there are 
three kinds of music which have the power of raising 
my passions, I hope I nm not obnoxious to his ana- 
thema. The first of these is the rolling of artillery, 
especially when the sound, prolonged by echo, returns ■ 
upon the ear three or four times, each time fainter and 
more hollow. The second is the pealing of thunder. 
This is the most sublime of all sounds. I never hear 
it without feeling that, though a little and weak creatim?, 
I am not meaner nor more inconsiderable, when laid in 
the balance with Him whose voice is then lifted up, than 
are the mighty ones of the earth, who, in their rage, their 
sport, or to make tliemselves a name, desolate kingdoms 
or raise pjTamids. The third is that combination of 
wild sounds which, in a tempest, pleases yet stims the 
ear. In the Dropping Cave, like a solitary Triton 
divested of his shell, I was listening to such a concert — 
a concert of the elements ; and my mind, as if sym- 
pathizing with the winds and waves, was overcast by a 
mist of wild thoughts, which arose and passed away even 
as did the grey clouds which at that time hurried over 
the face of the heavens, I sung verses of war-songs. I 
repeated or rather shouted out pieces of poetry descriptive 
of battles or tcmjiests, or turning to the recesses of the 
cavern, I challenged the spectre by which it is haunted 
to come forward that we might hold converse together. 
You see how well your friend can act the madman when 
under the guidance of imagination, yet, volatile as my 
mind is, I do not envy the gravity of the men over 
whose judgments fancy never triumphs.' 
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Tliis wild and buopnt humour was not, however, 
constant with him, ' You seem,' he writes, ' to liave been 
in low spirits. Are you also subject to those strange 
rises and falls of spirit which, without auy assignable 
cause, make your humble servant happy, miserable, and 
mad by turns ? I wish the college session over, and you 
fairly settled at your mother's fireside. I am really 
vexed on seeing you determined on killing yourself. Is 
he not as much a suicide who swallows death in the form 
of a mathematical problem, as he who takes an ounce of 
opium ? The latter is certainly the easiest way of getting 
out of the world — there is no pedantry in it.' Affecting 
words, when read in connection with the history of Mil- 
ler's closing years ! llow little did lie think, while re- 
joicing in the freedom of the hill-side and the sea-shore, 
and warning his friend with gentle earnestness not to 
overtask his brain, that he should himself yield to the 
terrible temi)tation, and pay the penalty with his life ! 
' Happy and miserable and mad by turns : ' the expres- 
sion is striking and strange. 

The strvitting and det^laniation of this visit to the 
Dropping Cave are not the sole illustration we have of 
an extravagant and freakish humour indulged by Miller 
in this period of his life, — tolerahiles ineptiee, the trifling 
of a powerfid mind which has not yet found its work. 
Some years later, in February, 1830, he details to a cor- 
respondent the particulars of an attempt made by him 
to 'create incident' by descending mto the vaulted 
tomb of the Urquharts, in the ancient burning-ground 
adjoining the ruinous chapel of St Rcgulus or St Rule 
in the neighbourhood of Cromarty. ' A few weeks ago,' 
he writes, ' upon a dark and stormy night, I procured n 
tinder box, three torches, and a small quantity of fuel, and 
went to the old chapel of St Rule. I descended to the 
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ruinous vault, struck a light, lighted the torches, mid 
placed them at equal distauces against the gable wall. 
ITie light rendered visible a scene, which, heightened by 
association, was of no tame or common character. The 
floor below was strewn over nith fragments of hewn stone, 
grey with Uchens, or green with moss, and in the inter- 
stices there were brown discoloured fragments of human 
bones. From the crevices in the wall tliere spnmg a few 
weeds which had pined throughout the summer for the 
fresh air and the sunshine, but now, as they were beyond 
the reach of the frost and the cold, tliey were green and 
rank, and spread their tiny branches over the rough 
damj) stones, like silk foliage on a ground of grey 
worsted. The ai'ched roof above is covered over with 
a whitish stalactitieal matter, and stained with the damps 
wliich have oozed from the soil over it. From the 
light of the torches it assumed a pale, shroud-like, death- 
like appearance. The stjunre opening above seemed a 
chasm of darkness ; and the recesses of the vault furthest 
from the light were enveloped in so dismal a twilight 
that I could almost have fancied that the whiter masses 
of stone or building, which stood out like nide columns 
from the darker wall, were some of the old tenants of the 
place, who had risen to inquire after the cause of my 
intrusion. The sounds which were conveyed to me in 
this place formed a music worthy of such a hall. The 
night, I have said, was stormy. The rain was heard to 
])atter on the flat stones above, the wind roared terribly 
through the trees with which the bnrying-ground is 
enclosed ; and the stream which nnis tlu-ough the neigh- 
bouring ravine, the bottom of which is many yards lower 
than that of the vaidt, joined its hoarse dash ■n-ith the 
roar of the wind and tlie pattering of the rain. In 
order that I might vary the scene, I piled up a little 
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rude altar on the floor, and kindled a fire on it. The 
wind above prevented the smoke from rising; the at- 
mosphere of the vault became dense and cloudy ; the 
throe torches on the wall appeared from the halo with 
which each of them was encircled three mock suns ; and 
the features of the scene, which were before character- 
istic of the wild and the ghastly, were now shrouded " in 
the dun hues of earthquake and eclipse," and assumed 
the terrible. From above, the mouth of the vault 
appeared, tlirough the darkness, like the crater of a 
volcano.' 

Such were the ' pleasiu-es of the imagination ' in 
which young Miller could at all times find more enjoy- 
ment than in any society, except tliat of his most 
esteemed friends. It may be interesting to view hun 
for a moment in a more subdued aspect. It is, or was, 
the custom in the parishes of Scotland for the pastor 
at stated intervals to publicly examine the membei's 
of the congregation in the Westminster Assembly's cate- 
chism. It appears to have become the practice to cate- 
chise working men anil their children, but not to offend 
the sensibilities of the richer heads of families by putting 
them through the ordeal in presence of the congregation. 
Miller at least thought tliat Mr Stewart, liis pastor, of 
whom he subsequently learned to entertain a diff'erent 
opinion from his present, displayed ' something very like 
cowardice ' in his choice of persons to be examined. ' Our 
hetiera,' he says, ' {forgive me the use of this meanest of all 
Scotticisms), can, by attending thediets of catechism, which 
arc held in church, be either instructed or made merry at 
our expense.' Neither in the way of merriment, however, 
nor in the way of instruction, could much be derived from 
the appearance of Miller, which he thus chronicles -. — 
' I was catechised to-day (Feb. 30, ly2ti) by Jlr Stewart. 
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It is an rnipleasant thing to stand exposed point-blank 
to the gaze of two or three hundred people, each man 
more provokingly keen-eyed than the other. Had you 
seen me standing before the minister this day, as con- 
Bpicuoiis as Saul among the people, — my face changing 
from crimson to pale and from pale to crimson by tiUTis, 
yon must either have pitied my confusion or laughed at 
it. I will strive to recollect the questions which were 
asked me and the words with which I answered them. 
'Who is the Spirit?' 'The Thu-d Person of the 
Trinity.' ' Is He a person ? ' ' He is termed so.' * Yes, 
He is. Do you recollect any particular passages of 
Scripture which show Him as a distinct person ? ' Here 
I was silent. ' I thought, from your reatUness in an- 
swering me my two first questions, that you woidd an- 
swer me this one too. In what form did the Spirit 
appear at the baptism of our Saviour ? ' 'In the form 
of a dove.' 'Yea. The Spirit, then, is a person, not a 
mere influence proceeding from the Father and Son, as 
some believe. In what manner were we baptized ? ' 
' With water, in the name of the Father, Son, and Spirit.' 
• Yes. The Holy Ghost is a person. Uliat is the work 
or province of the Father ? ' 'He created all things, and 
from Him all things proceed.' ' You speak of Hun as 
the Creator. I desire to know what share He has in 
the redemption of sinners ?' ' He sent the Son.' ' Yes. 
What did the Son do ? ' ' He died for us.' ' And wliat 
was the work of the Spirit?' 'He applies Clirist.' 
Here he spoke a good deal which I forget, and concluded 
by desiring me to sit down. I did so most willingly, 
for my legs were trembling beneath me.' 

He gives a more satisfactory account of hira.ielf to 
his cousin, William Mnnro, in a letter dated 1st of May. 
' I am writing at this moment in the open air, under the 
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shade of a honeysuckle. The sun is peeping through its 
leaves, and casting upon my paper spangles of a bright 
hue and strangely fantastic form. As I look upon them 
I cannot avoid recognizing a picture of my owni mind. 
It is thus its lights and shadows blend together. A little 
cloud has passed over the sun, and my page has become 
dark and sombre ; and is it not thus that my fair hopes 
and gay imaginings ofttimes pass away, and leave be- 
hind them a cloud of dai'kness ? ' This picture may be 
somewhat high-\vrought, as Miller had announced to 
William Ross his intention to send his cousin ' a fine 
sentimental letter, resembling that of a boarding-school 
miss.' 

On the 10th of August he writes to Swanson, and 
his correspondence touches again upon matters of im- 
portance. The town of Cromarty was at this time the 
residence of a Baptist gentleman of decided views and 
proselytizing tendencies. He appears to have considered 
the poetical mason a desirable acquisition for his Church. 
' A few days ago,' writes Miller, ' when at work in the 
old chapel burj'ing-ground, I was favoured by a visit 
from Mr M — , the Baptist. He and I had a long con- 
versation together. Our subject was (he peculiar tenets 
of his sect, and (if you allow nie the expression) the 
opposing ones of mine. It was he who attacked and I 
who did not defend ; but I leaned most manfully upon 
my arms and looked on. And what did I sec, do you 
ask ? Why, I saw much of the strength and of the weak- 
ness of his cause — and much of his strength and weak- 
ness as an individual. I am pretty certain he saw none 
of mine. In his opinion concerning Church government 
I agree entirely with him. But this is no change of 
mine ; for long since, when angered by the unjust en- 
croachments on civil liberty of pi-oud Churchmen, men 
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to whom, in describing, Hume and Voltaire have done 
justice, I was led to examine the ground upon which 
they had founded their pretensions, and saw it to he a 
forced mass, uncementei! except with the blood of per- 
secution or by the unsolid sophistry of the schools. But 
though, by an inference seemingly reasonable, I see a 
connection subsisting between the baptism of Mr M — 
and the apostolic form of Church government, I can also 
see that upon this connection, discovered by this seem- 
ingly reasonable inference from Scripture, not by Scrip- 
ture itself, can Baptists alone build. ITiis, when 1 con- 
sider the fallacy of several Scripture inferences which 
appear as reasonable, I think an imsohd foundation. I 
could prove by an inference deduced from Scripture 
data that the mental and bodily sufferings of one man 
could not in justice be accepted as an atonement for the 
crimes of another. Where would inferences seemingly 
reasonable, deduced from the doctrine of predestina- 
tion, lead us ? To impiety the most horrible. I need 
not remind you of Carlilc's inferences, or of some othei"s 
which you will find in the writings of Kaimes and 
Hume. This may not be argiiment; but where, suffer 
me to ask, is a doctrine upon the knowledge of which 
man's salvation depends, which is not fairly stated 
in Scripture, repeated' oftener than once, and viewed 
in a variety of lights ? Then let me be sho\^^l where 
He who spake as man never spake, or ■ any of His 
servants the apostles, has, or have said, " Baptize not 
your children, but suffer themselves to come forward 
when awakened by the Spirit to be baptized," — show 
me this, or a passage of like meaning, and I will become 
a Baptist. During the course of our conversation I per- 
ceived in some of Mr M — 's remarks traces of that foul 
spirit wliich can, like the harpies who settled upon the 
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of ^neaa, perch ii])on the soundest creeds. Will 
■u believe that he dared tell me that a good Christian 
lor of the Cliurch of Scotland did more harm to the 
! Church thau a mere hireling? How, think you, 
id he prove this ? " The good man," said he, " through 
mistaken zeal supports the impure Clmrch of wliich ho 
a member, and thus unwittingly does evil ; the hire- 
ling, on the other hand, by disgusting the sensible and 
well-inclined, hastens its downfall, and thus unwittingly 
does good." What think you of this ? Tor my own 
part, J will just remark that it strengthens by experience 
an opinion I have long held. It is that in the field of 

[leligious controversy the rankest and most poisonous 
'eeds do spring. What a wretched thing is it that a 
lan, in his zeal for tnith, should run liimsclf headlong 
into error ; that in his haste to establish a few doubtful 
notions belonging to the head, he should star\e the good, 
and indulge the evil, feelings of the heart ! ' 

So Hugh Miller, the lay champion of the Free Church, 
ras in his twenty-fourth year of the simie opinion 'con- 
ning Church government' with the Baptists! Does this 
iply that he was at that time a Voluntary ? I know 
»t. His sentiments on the subject of religious contro- 
Tersy are also noteworthy. Were they modified by his 
subsequent experience of ecclesiastical discussion ? 1 
think not. 

To MillerVletter of the 19th of August, Swanson 
ilies on the 29th of the same month. Passing hastily 
over matters of minor importance, he comes to what lies 
nearest hi^ heart. 'I have experienced hei-e great kind- 
ness among my Christian friends. Oh, that I could with 
cunfiileuce rank you among the number. I cannot think 
that vfju are aware how near you arc to my heart. 
JSIessed be God that Clirist is still nearer! I pray and 



186 THE JOURNEYMAN. 

hope that you will one day be one with me in Hini. I 
wait but for 3'our confession to recognize you as a 
brother. . . . My dear Hugh, my raetaphy3ical speculn- 
tious are entirely exploded (oh, let me never cease to 
pray that I may be preser\'ed from again setting up 
blind reason as a God to worship — thousands have 
perished nt hia shrine, why was I not left?), and, since 
exploded, T have learnt to take the word of God simply 
as I find it, and the consequence is peace and joy. — I 
long much to see you. Oh, will you not accept of 
Christ ? You believe the truth of God. See then the 
freeness and fulness of the gosjjcl offer made to you. 
Believe the record, that God hath given to us eternal Ufe, 
and this life in His Son — believe this and all shall be well.' 
On the 2nd of September, — almost as soon,' there- 
fore, as he can have received Swanson's letter. Miller 
replies to it. He declares himself ' exhausted, dull, 
lazy, sick, melancholy,' and quite unable to write an in- 
teresting letter. For his reluctance to wTite there is, he 
confesses, another cause. ' I feel that after your earnest 
and affectionate exhortation, it would be something worse 
tlian unfriendly of me not to unbosom myself before 
you — yet what have I to confess ? Were I an unbeliever, 
though I would assuredly lose my friend by confessing 
myself one, still that confession would be made. I 
would scorn to hold the affections of any one by appear- 
ing what I am not. Or if, on the other hand, I were a 
Christian in the true sense of the word, I hope I would 
have courage enough to avow my profession, not ouly to 
you or to those from whom I could expect nothing except 
kindness, but even \o the proudest and boldest scomer. 
But what profession can the lukewarm Laodicean make ? 
— the man who, one moment, is as assmed of the truth of 
the gospel of Christ as he is of his own existence, and 
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who, in auother, regards tlic whole scheme of redemption 
as a cunningly devised fable. It mil not do ! I am not 
at present collected enough to give you a faithful account 
of what 19 my religious belief— I will just say that, as far 
as the head is concerned, my creed is a sound one, but 

for the heart ! ' 

The remainder of the letter accords well with this 
profession of indifference, or at least of vacillation and 
vicissitude, in spiritual affairs. He speaks of other 
matters, and bewails his bashfulness in society. ' In 
that proper assiu-ance which is opposed to bashfulness/ 
he says, 'there is scarce a young girl in the country 
who is not my superior.' He knows that this is a weak- 
ness, but declares that he cannot help it. ' In one of 
Shenstone's larger poems," he proceeds, ' there is an ex- 
quisite description of a bashfid man when in company ; 
and were it not that he is represented as possessed of 
talent and virtue, I would lay my hand on the page, and 

this is a jjortrait of H — M — . 

" But ill-slarred Benae, nor gay, nor \q\iA, 
Steals soft on tiptoe throtiKli tlio crowd, 
Conveys hia roeagre form between, 
And aliHes like pervious air iinneen. 
Contracts liia kuown tennity 
Aa though 'twere ev'n a crime to be, 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to stray 
To win acquaintance in their wuy. 

Id company, so mean liia uir, 
Tou scarce are conuioua he is there, 
Till from some nook, like aliarpened atecl, 
Occurs his face's thin proGle, 
Still seeming from tlie gazer's eye 
Like VonuB newly bathed to fly. 

Disused to speak, he tries his skill, 
Speaks coldly and succeeds but ill, 
His pensive manner dulncss deemed, 
His modesty reserve esteemed. 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wina not one of all the truiii." ' 
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Swanson receives this letter on the 5th of September. 
He answers it the same riay. He implores his friend to 
get rid of the melancholy ivliich preys npoii his mind by 
a ' full, free, and simple acceptation of the gospel.' 
' Pardon me, my dear friend,' he adds, ' when I say that 
1 fear you have religions opinions not derived from the 
Bible. Read it as if you never heard a word concerning 
it before.' On the 30th of September Miller wi-ites 
again. ' I am still employed on the diapel brae in hew- 
ing a second tombstone for Colonel G — . That spot is now 
beginning to lose its charms ; every breeze which passes 
over it carries a shower of withered leaves upon its wings 
— the herbage is assuming a sallow hue, and I stand 
alone in the midst of desolation, in all except sublimity of 
feeling the prototj-pe of Campbell's last man. I do not 
know whether 1 am advancing in wisdom as in years 
(I rather suspect not), but somehow the thought of death 
often presses upon me in these days, I look upon the 
little hillocks which are laid above men and women and 
children, the traits of whose features are pictm-ed in my 
memory, and when by its aid I conjure up their forms 
when, gay and restless, they followed the businesses or the 
pleasures of life, and then when, in the eye of the im- 
agination, I behold them stretched in the dark coffin, 
cold and black and mouldy, without form or motion, I 
pause and ask, what is this Death, this mighty Death, that 
turns mirth to sadness, that unner\'es the arm of the 
strong and pales the cheek of the beautiful ? 

' I remember to have seen, many years ago, old Eben 
the sexton digging a grave. He raised a cothn which, 
though much decayed, was still entire, and placed it on 
the earth he had thrown out. I was a mere boy at the 
time, and out of a foolish curiosity, when his back was 
turned, I raised ^vith the edge of his spade the lid of 



GBA rE THOUGBTS. 169 

the coffin. The appearance of the mouldenng remains 
which it contained, nothing can erase from my memoir. 
I see them c^en now hefore me in all their sad and dis- 
gusting deformity, and still when I bear or read of the 
empire of death — of the wrecks of death or of the change 
which detith works on the human frame — imagination 
immediately reverts to a long black skeleton clothed over 
with a mouldy earth to which in some places the rotten 
grave-clothes are attached. This is a disgusting image, 
but it is not a oseless one, for when, thinking of death, 
I bare my arm and look at the blue veins shining 
througli the transparent skin — when I look and think 
that the day may not, cannot, be far distant when it shall 
become as black and as mouldy as that of the skeleton — 
I start, for there is something in the contrast which re- 
moves all the accumulation of commonplace which the 
habit of hearing and speaking at secondhand of death 
hath cast upon that awful thing. 

' But what is the fruit, you will ask, of these cogita- 
tions ? Follow me a little farther and you shall see. If 
the soul be a mere quality affixed to matter, which shall 
die when that matter is changed from animate into 
inanimate, then, though the thought of the havoc which 
death works on the human frame tends to lower the 
pride of the haughty, it is not a harassing one to the 
philosopher. Life is full of evil and unhappiness ; death 
is a state of rest. "When the tyrant Edward invaded this 
country — when Wallace, its bravest defender, was be- 
trayed and slain — when the carnage of Flodilcn tilled 
Scotland with mourning, or the defeat of Pinkie with 
fear, I was neither sad, nor angry, nor afraid, for I was 
not called into existence until twenty-four years ago. 
.\nd in a few years after this, if the soul be not immortal, 
I shall again have passed (if I may use the expression) 
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into a state of non-existence, and thongh my mouldering 
remains may raise horror in the breasts of the li^-ing, the 
vacuum which once existed shall not s^'mpathize with 
them. But that the soul is immortal, if it be the same 
n-ise God that created the heavens and earth who formed 
man, I must believe ; and if that soul, after it has 
departed from its fleshly nook, is to be punished or re- 
warded according to the deeds done in the body — this I 
also must and shall believe ; then death becomes not the 
herald of rest but the messenger of judgment. Thus far 
imassisted reason can go. Socrates went still further, for, 
when other philosophers were raving of an absurd because 
unattainable virtue, by the possession of which men were 
to be made happy both in this world and the next, he 
taught of the evil that dwelleth in the human heart, and 
of the help which cometh from God. But it is to the 
jiages of Revelation we must tuni, if it be our desire to 
learn with certainty how to prepare for death by making 
the Judge our friend. 

' You have often urged me with a friendly zeal both in 
speech and by writing to forsake sin and turn to God. 
Your letters and conversations have had an effect — I wish 
I could add, the desired one. I give some of my time to 
the study of the Scriptures, and have become perhaps 
nearly as well acquainted as the mere theorist can be with 
the scheme of redemption. Nay more, I pray. But the 
tlay-beam has not yet, I am afraid, dawned upon me — 
the light vouchsafed is not a clear and steady one like the 
beam of the morning ; it is rather like the reflection of 
lightning in a dark night — a momentary glimpse suc- 
ceeded by an hoiu- of gloom. My prevailing disposition 
is evil, and though I have oftener than once experienced 
a feeling strange indeed to the human heart— a feeling 
of love to God, the cares of the world and the allure- 
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nts of pleasure draw away my «ffections, and the old 
is again put on. 

The town clock has struck the hour of twelve — so, 
the present, adieu ! ' 

Swanson replies on the 9th of October. The specula, 
tive |iart of Miller's letter he passes by, and Uses on tlie 
statement that he had begun to pray. ' Have jou indeed, 
then,' he exclaims, ' set your face towards Zion ? Have 
in indeed begun to call upon the name of the Lord ? 
ible as your beginnings may be, can you doubt that 
He will hear you ? Can you dare ? Would you wish to 

cb-aw back ? You have now closed with Christ, 

and, closing with Him, I trust closed more fuUy {if that 
rere possible ; and it was) with mc. Oh, it is sweet to 
,n heart and hand and to put them thus joined into the 

id of Christ O Hugh, I have not a single 

implaint to make — my cup is running over. With re- 

ird to the manner in which God will dispose of me, I 

at present quite ignorant. I have no prospect, and 

earthly friend who, while he would wish to do any- 

for me, has it in his power. Before the end of this 

ion I believe I shall be without a shilling, and I have 

hand to look to. No hand, did I say ? Nay, I have 

'tlie hand of Omnipotence to look to, and He will aid me. 

Oh, it is sweet to depend on Him for everything coming 

directly from Him ! ' 

A month elapses before Hugh replies, and his an- 
fer has none of the warmth of feeling for which we 
ight have looked. 'After perusing your last letter,' 
writes. ' I sat down to tell you that I was not a little 
led by your recognizing me as a Christian Brother ; 
then stated my grounds of alarm ; and willing to 
iiish you with a kind of data by which you would be 
ibled to judge of the spiritual state of your friend, I re- 



193 



THE JOUnXETMAN. 



coramcDoed a historical detail of the fluctuating opinions 
of my mind for the last seven years. But I now see that 
a narrative so long and in which I will require to be so 
carofiil of error will engross more of my time than I can 
conveniently devote to it at present.' 

The ' historical detail ' here referred to, in so far as 
it appears to have ever been written down, is contained 
in an unfinished letter, dated October, 1S26. It is a 
somewhat rough though not a careless sketch, and, from 
the expressions just quoted, a doubt may be reasonably 
entertained whether Mdler considered it, e\'en in the part 
which he completed, perfectly accurate. Wliat is more to 
be regretted, it was never finished. The dark side of his 
spiritual history is portrayed in what he wrote, but the 
bright side and the transition between the dark and the 
bright continue unrevealed. The want, it is true, can, in 
all essential respects, be supplied from other letters, or 
from passages in his works. There is no ground for 
doubt as to the conclusion, theoretic or practical, at which 
he arrived. But a delineation by himself of his spiritual 
experience at this crisis of his religious history would 
have had a nice verisimilitude which no description by 
another hand can attain. It is important to observe that 
he takes the tone of one describing a process which has 
reached its issue ; he belie\'es himself to have ' a changed 
heart,' and he aims at explaining to his friend how the 
change took place. Every subsequent year of Miller's 
life bore testimony that, on this point, he was not mis- 
taken. Here is what remains of the ' historical detail,' 

' I know not in what words to confess that your last 
letter, friendly and affection-breathing as it was, alarmed 
and m some degree rendered me unhappy. You recog- 
nize, you address me as a Christian Brother ; and when 
I look within and see bow doubtfiil the signs of a radical 
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Ichnngc of heart are, when I see how Uttle there ia to 

Jjustify even the limited profession I made when I last 

■addressed yoii by writing, I tremble lest you are throw- 

I'ing away your affections on a deceiver who is now even 

■less worthy of your friendship than when he confessed 

I himself a stranger to Christ. But why tremble on this 

■account ? If I am a deceiver, I am not a wilful one ; for 

' the hypocrite only trembles when detected or on the verge 

of detection, and if, by mistaking an excited imagination 

for a changed lienrt, I deceive both my friend and myself, 

I am surely rather unfortunate than guilty. 

' I have for some time had the intention of writing for 
your penisal a history of my mind, with its various and 
•varying ojiiuions for the last seven years. For this I 
Ihave more than one reason. I would wish, by shomng 
you what I am and what I have been, to furnish you 
with data from whence you might draw whatever con- 
clusion your judgment or experience warranted. I 
would wish to give you a faithful picture of my mind, 
and thus add to your knowledge of human nature by 
casting light on the only point with which you are not 
ab^iady acquainted as well or better than myself. I 
would also Avish, by calling to recollection, and then ex- 
k Bmining, the vague and foolish opinions that once formed 
f my beUef, to prevent the Tempter from reigning over 
me a second tune by laws whose injustice I have dis- 
fccovered, or shaking me by quibbles of whose insolidity I 
phave had experience. 

[ lielteve I may term my education a religious one. 
fcl was examined in the Catechism by my uncles every 
ISabbath night, and forced to attend regularly at 
r church. This, you will say, is a poor definition of the 
[■words, religious education, but in nine cases out of ten it 
f is all that is meant by them. As I advanced into the 
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latter years of boyhood I became impatient of this re- 
straint, and after many struggles, in which I showed a 
fierceness and desperation of character worthy of the 
liberty for which I strove, I became, as some of my 
friends satirically termed me, a lad of my omi will. As 
a lad of my own will, I was a Sabbath-breaker and a 
robber of orchards ; and as strange foolish thoughts, 
passages of Scriptm-e, and questions on the subject of 
religion would at times either flash upon my recollection 
or rise in my mind, just for the sake of i>eace I also 
became an atheist. A boy atheist is surely a strange 
and uncommon character. I was one in reality, for, 
possessed of a strong memory, which my uncles and an 
early taste for reading had stored with religious sen- 
timents and stories of religious men, I was compelled, 
as I have already said, for peace' sake, either to do that 
which was right, or, by denying the truth of the Bible, 
to set every action, good or bad, on the same level, and I 
had chosen the latter as the more free and pleasing way. 
My mind, as yon will see in the sequel of my story, long 
retained the bent which it at this time acqiiired ; but 
my actions, restrained by a rising pride, by notions of 
honour, perhaps by a conscience wliich, though fast 
asleep, had its dreams, became less reprehensible. I 
became what the world calls honest ; and, from a dis- 
like of drink and noisy company, had all along preser\ed 
a habit of sobriety, but to every other vice to which a 
young man of sixteen is exposed, I was addicted. Yon 
are aware that, much earlier than this, I composed 
pieces in rhyme, which I called poems. One of the 
drawers of my desk is filled with copies of these youth- 
ful effusions, which I preserve both for the sake of the 
recollections attached to them, and for the history I can 
trace in them of the growth of my mind and its varying 
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opinions. The short piece I here insert, with a few sub- 
sequent alterations, was written in my sixteenth year. 
You will see in it, confused with a good deal of mytho- 
logic nonsense, a confession of the school of morals to 
wliich I then belonged. What is said of wine and 
Bacchus, you are to recollect, is mere imitation. 



HOW TO LIVE. 

! free aa air, liglit se the wind, 

Let us BpenJ Life's years awsy, 
To coming evil wisely Hind, 

Still be glad when glad we may. 
For what ia philoaophic lore, 

Wliat the Bchoolmen's boaHted nilea? 
Go, sound it loud a« ocean's roar, 

The cloak of knaves, tlie boast of fools. 
Bright wine and love shall bimiBh care, 

Pleaauie all our thonghla employ, 
Let Bacchus be onr god of prayer, 

Bacchus and the Faphian boy. 
Let mirthful Monius, laughing, still 

O'er our harmless feasts preside, 
And lovely nymphs be there to fill 

The cup to dry grave lips denied. 
Thus years shall pass when age steals on, 
Ere the last joys of life are gone ; 
Jocund, let us rise and say 
Sweet has passed life's stormy day. 
And when Time strides gravely in. 
To warn us that our sands have run, 
Oay, ere fails our latest breath, 
Let our song be ' Welconia Death.' 
When life, save pain, can nothing give, 
When wine disgusts, and cold is love, 
Bsther than live in pain and fear, 
Welcome the shroud, the grave, the bier ! 

* About n year after I had written this piece, I had 

several argumentative conversations with my cousin G. 

on the subject of religion. I boldly and impiously 

declared to him that I considered it as a cheat, and when 

L Jie began to support his opinions, which were directly the 
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reverse of mine, hy Scripture quotations, I told liim that 
I considered the Bible and Alcoran as of eqnsi aiitLority. 
I made use of some other impnidcnt and bnpiona ex- 
pressions at that time, which I still remember and 
now heartily regret. G. was so much scandalized at 
what he then heard, that he threatened to inform my 
uncles and other friends, nay more, every one who was 
in tlie least acquainted with me, of my scepticism. This 
alarmed me, for I liad wisdom enough to see that though 
the "religious" be no numerous or formidable body, the 
prejudiced are ; and that men who were no better 
Christians than myself would look upon tlie professed 
atheist with horror and detestation. Notwithstanding 
his threat he was silent on the subject nf our conversa- 
tions, but the l-ecolleetion of it and the anticipation of its 
consequences, had the effect of making me so prudent, 
that is, so hypocritical, that whenever religion became a 
subject of conversation in any company of which 1 
formed one, I gave a passive assent to whatever was 
said in its favour. 

'About the end of the year 1S20 I had a fearful 
dream, which for the time had the effect of converting 
me into a kind of believer — a believer of I knew not 
what. I dreamed I was wandering through a solitary 
and desert coimtry^ — that I was alone, restless and 
unhappy. All at once the skies became dark and 
overcast, and a gloom like that of a stormy mnter's 
evening seemed to settle over the face of natui-e. By 
one of those changes so common in dreams, the country 
appeared no longer unpeopled, but the figures I saw were 
so dark, so indistinct, so silent, that in my terror I re- 
garded them not as men, but spirits who were wandering 
about in unhajipiness until the time eame in which they 
were to reanimate the bodies in which they once dwelt. 



r 1 fearful presentiment arose in my mind that the tiny 
I of jiulgnieiit was at hand ; I felt the petrifying influence 
of desiiair pervade every faculty, yet, thougli my agony 
was extreme, I could neither weep uor pray. In a 
\ little time, the clouds began to disperse, and through 
a clear lilue opening, I perceived a large cloudy scroll 
spread on the face of the heavens, which with a flicker- 
' ing undulating motion, at one moment resemhled a dark 
aulphiu'eous flame, and at another reminded me of a 
banner waving in the wind. 1 fixed my eyes upon it in 
fear and astonishment, and perceived that in its centre a 
few dark characters were inscribed. I strove to decipher 
them, but coidd not. In a few seconds, however, the 
I colouring of the scroll deepened gradually as the hues of 
the rainbow increaseiifrom dimness to hrUliancy. 1 read 
, its startling motto " Take warning," and awoke. My 
mind was dreadfully agitated. The sweat, which, during 
my dream, had flowed from every pore, was cooled upon 
my brow, but my heart was still burning. In my terror I 
vowed that, for the future, I would be no longer a sinner, 
I and I began to pray ; but my prayers were addressed 
I not to the God of the Cliristian, but to the God of the 
I heathen philosopher. I was awakened to a painful con- 
sciousness of sin ; I had heard that God was merci- 
ful ; and on the strengtli of that attribute I addressed 
myself to llim ; but alas ! I did not know that His 
justice is as inflnite as His mercy, and that no sumer can 
be accepted by Him unless he appeal to the sufferings and 
righteousness of that Saviour whom his sins have pierced. 
' The recollection of my dream haimted me for about 
ten days, during which time 1 prayed. A natural 
bashfuhiess wilhlield me from making any show of 
sanctity, hut my heart was very proud of its uewly- 
acquired purity, and I regarded myself as a much better 
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man than many of my acquaintances. But the founda- 
tion OTi which my hopes were raised was not one of sand 
— a sandy foundation would have served me until the 
day of the tempest, whereas the thin vapour upon which 
I had built sunk of itself without being once assailed. 
Suffice it to say that, as my feflrs subsided and my 
pride increased, my prayers became more and more a 
matter of fonn, until at length they ceased altogether, 
and except that I believed in the being of a God, and 
continued to see a beauty in moral virtue, I became, in 
thought and feeling and action, the same man I had 
formerly been. 

' In the working season of the two following years, 
I wrought and resided at Conon-side — a gentleman's 
Beat and farmsteadings situated on a bank of the river 
Conon near where it falls into the Cromarty frith. 
When there, there was no one for whose good opinion I 
cared a pin within twenty miles of me, so I felt myself 
at liberty to do or say whatever I thought proper. In a 
short time I became a favourite with my brother work- 
men, " He is a good-natured, honest, knowing fellow," 
they would say, " but desperately careless of Church," 
This was just the character I wished to bear; as for 
Church attendance, I thought it rather a dubious virtue. 
Indeed, I had seen too much of the prejudices of man- 
kind, and knew too little of true Christianity, to think 
otherwise. 

'When at Conon-side, I had an opportunity of 
studying several characters of the grave, serious cast, 
but the knowledge of them which I acquired there 
did me no good. One, a Mr M — , was a man of a grave, 
taciturn hmnour, whose detinition of the word " Chris- 
tian " would be, as I apprehended, " a hearer of the 
gospel for Mr MacDonald'a sake." He was exceeding 
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reserved and unsocial in his mnnners, and little loved by 
hia fcHow-workinen. Once or twice I have seen him 
grow very angry when some parts of the conduct of hia 
favourite preacher were censured — censured too, as I 
thought, with reason. There was another of the work- 
men with whom I wrouglit who was of the grave, serious 
cast. He contributed quarterly to the sui)port of the 
Bible Society, was regular in his attendance at Chiu-ch, 
and reproved swearing or indecent language every time 
he chanced to hear it among his companions. But it 
did not escape my observation that this man was so 
censorious that not even his brother saint, Mr M — , 
was exempted from the severity of his animadversions, 
and so proud of his purity of life that the errors and 
misconduct of others afforded him pleasure. Perhaps 
he regarded them as foils to the virtues he possessed. 

' Besides these two there were some others who made 
a profession of religion with whom I became partially j 

acquainted : but the tenor of their lives was ill qualified 
to impress my mind with a high opinion of the sanctify- 
ing influences of Christianity. One was a hard, austere 
man, of obtuse feelings, who seemed determined, what- 
ever he thought of the world to come, to make the most 
he could of the present ; a second was silly and weak ; 
and a third was what I termed a Sabbath Christian, that 
is, one who attends Church, calls the preacher precious 
man, can tell a great many of the strange legends of the 
Scottish Church, and reprobates the poor wretches who 
prefer common sense to fanaticism. And are these men 
Christians ? thought I. I have often heard divines bid 
that part of their congregations which they termed men 
of the world look at the life of the Christian, and grow 
convinced of the power and truth of Christianity by 
that example which is superior to precept. I have 
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oljeyed them. I have obsen'etl liis actions, and through 
these actions have striven to discover his motives, and 
what have I foimd? In good truth, the philosopher 
who sees clearly that he who believes and he who does 
not believe, only differ in that the one practises the grave 
and the other the gay vices of humanity, may well laugh 
at tlie pretensions of these divines, and tell them that 
they either speak of they kuow not what, or ivilfully 
deceive because it is their interest to do so. 

' I remember one Sunday, after my companions had 
gone to Chiu-ch, and I remained behind as was my 
custom, that to pass away the time I took a solitary walk 
in the woods of Conon-side. The day was pleasant, but 
from a kind of nervous melancholy, which hangs pretty 
often on ray spirits, and is as I believe constitutional, I 
could not enjoy it. I felt quite unhappy, and after 
having had recoui-se to every species of wonted amuse- 
ment, sat down on a gi'een knoll in despair of eiijoj'ing 
solitude for that day. A train of the darkest thoughts 
began to rise and pass tlu'ough my mind. I looked 
upon what I had done in the past ; I thought of the 
unhappiness of the present; I formed surmises of the 
future. There was a voice from within which incessantly 
whispered in my ear " you are doing wrong ! you are 
doing wrong ! and how then can you expect pleasure P " 
and so miserable did I fee! from these cogitations and 
these questionings, that I started from my seat, and 
strove to dissipate them by strong bodily exertion. In 
a few hours after, my spirits had regained their usual 
tone, and I could look back upon what I had felt, and 
say, " Have I experienced what men call an awakened 
conscience ? Wliat then is conscience ? The breast of 
the murderer and the dishonourable mean man may well 
be the haunts of remorse, hut surely with one who 
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neither does nor wishes auy man ill, conscience is but 
the ashes of early prejudices raked together by a dis- 
ordered imagination." 

' In the latter end of the autumn of this year {1S22) I 
wrought aTid resided at Pointzfield for several weeks. 
My constitution is naturally delicate, and by building 
in stormy weather on a wet marshy spot of ground, I 
caught a severe cold which hung about nie for several 
weeks : I felt my strength wasting away : my breast 
became the seat of a duU oppressive pain, and imagining 
I was becoming consumptive, I began seriously to think 
of death. So assured was I at this time of Bjiproaching 
dissolution that even through the perspective of hope I 
could only look forward on a few sliort months of life, 
and, as I could not bring myself to doubt of a separate 
existence of soul or of a judgment according to deeds 
done in the body, I began seriously to think of a pre- 
paration for death. But how was this ])reparation to be 
made ? I knew prayer to be the only language by which 
the sinner could intercede with the Deity for pardon ; 
but then experience had shown me how unable I was of 
myself to bring my mind into the frame of devotion, or 
to preserve that frame unchanged when it was produced 
by fear, disgust, and the mingling dictates of reason. 
At length I bethought me of an expedient which I hoped 
would preserve me from that falling off or apostatizing, 
of which I had experience two years before ; for 
awakening the sincere fervency of feeling which my 
expedient was to render lasting, I had before me the fear 
of death. For the three previous years, when I had 
freely and seriously pledged my word in a matter of 
importance, to any of my brother men, I had a pride 
of rigidly adiiering to it. From this I concluded that, 
*ere I to pledge myself to God by oath, I would have 
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i;boad apon mm itam%^m 
ne for dK fidntt fajn fcaova n. I 
•but ttp hy vttTf priadfile ti hoiiaw te 
lovng Him I had no idcL I Made aad SmA mt vmr 
to tw I knew tut wlui, adied God to -wittmm A. nd fcr 
a Cbw fr^l'wing Aayt, peraiited m |Mii* ' ii ^ tvioe a Asv. 
But prayer aooD becnne «o iriuoaae Aitr — praod 
ttiougtiU over wbicb I had do control, and stnng doaet 
timt would not Im: repressed br a few ^lit wd^ tmat 
ruiiliiii^ on my iiiimi in a mingled tonesrt. and avqit 
livfifn; tliein uvery vain resulve. To add to thdr stimgtli 
my tic»ltli iHfgaii Ut amend, and it not onlr appeared *a 
inipructiculilo, Imt even a fooUsb, thing to stnre anj 
longi^r to lie nfltgbiiB. 

' I piuiiicd tbc winti;r of this year and tbe spring of the 
following OIU1 rit boine, and there became acquainted with 
nil old coin|)(inioii of my uncles, lie had resided at 
I'Minimrgli lor inmiy years, and though a clever, was 
neither ii Hteiicly nor n^Kpceluble man, but for tbe sake of 
becoming iM!(|imiiitiHl with his oharartcr, which was ec- 
centric in tho extreme, I courted his company and 
versation. At Hdinburgb he hud been a member of 
of those deisticrtl clubs bo comniun in large towns ; 
by a natural quiekuiws, and from the habit of speaking 
nt their miTtings, lind acquired the faculty of arguing 
cxtcTniK)rc with n gix)d ileal of skill. My uncles, whose 
nrinriplca and opinions were in almost every particular 
the reverse of liiit. inipnwod by early recollections, still 
continued altncbwl to him ; but. as might be expected, 
frequently attacked opiiiious which be was by no means 
slow to defend. The diK-trini' of predestination, that 
hobh\-hor?o of <lispulant$, was biuught frequently on 
the carpet, as was also tlw doctrine of universal, as op- 
posed to paitial, redemption. At first I matiy "" 
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to these verbal controversies, but seeing that my uncles, 
though well-grounded in the doctrines of Christianity, 
■were ill-qualified to answer every objection raised 
against it by a veteran qnibbler, out of a desire of 
assisting thej^i, I set myself to examine the different 
bearings of the doctrines they defended. Predestin- 
ation first engaged me. I read all that is said of 
it in Scripture, drew conclusions from the prescience 
of God, and from Plato's Dialogues of Socrates, and 
some other philosophic tt-ritei-s, and endeavoured to pro- 
dnce data from wlience to show that predestination is 
not a doctrine peculiar to revealed religion. I had long 
looked upon controversial divinity as the worst kind of 
nonsense ; and since my ai^umentative conversation with 
my cousin G. had entertained an antipathy against verbal 
controversy of every kind ; this, added to a hesitating 
manner of speech, and a consciousness of an inability to 
preserve my ideas from becoming confused when I waxed 
warm on any subject, after all my preparation, withheld 
me from attacking my brother deist. 

Had any one told me at that time that I was in 

Jity brother in belief to a deist, I would have com- 

lined of injustice. In fact, my opinions were so waver- 
ing that, with a due regard to truth, I could not tell 
what I did or did not believe. I saw there were two 
schools of deism, — the high and the low. Epicurus of 
the ancient philosophers and Hume of the modem, men 
who, while they remained sceptical on the subject of 
£iture rewards and punishments, and of the Providence 
God, cherished virtue for its o^vn sake, both by 

ample and precept, I regarded as members of the first : 
while I looked upon the brood of half-bred wits, who. 
with Paine at their head, battled with religion because J 

gave a deeper and stronger sanction to the laws of j 
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morality, as the masters of the second. The leaders of 
the former I considered to be good, ivise men, (indeed, I 
am still readier to regret their defects than censure them), 
while the whole body which composed the latter I re- 
garded as a band of conspirators against ajj that is good 
or noble in human nature. I looked upon the Edin- 
burgh deist as a pupil of the school last described ; in- 
deed, the irregularity of the life he led lent this opinion 
a strong sanction. 

' The more I thought and i-ead, the more wavering 
and unsettled my opinions became. I began to see that 
the precepts inculcated by the Christian faith are equal 
if not superior in purity to those taught in the school of 
philosophy ; but then the strange, mysterious doctrines 
which mingled with these precepts liad in them some- 
thing repulsive. 1 could believe in many things which 
I did not understand; but how could I believe in things 
evidently not beyond the reach of reason, but directly 
opposed to it ? I could believe that man is either a free 
agent, or chained down by the decrees of God to a pre- 
destined line of conduct ; but how could I believe that 
he was at once free and the child of necessity ? And 
yet the contradiction (as it appeared) seemed to me to 
he the doctrine of the Bible. 

' I regarded the main doctrine of Christianity as one 
of those which lie not beyond the reach of reason, but, 
as I have said, are directly opposed to it. How, thought 
I, can one man who is a criminal be pardoned and re- 
warded because another who is none has, after meriting 
reward, been punished ? How can it be said that He 
who thus pardons the guilty and punishes the inno- 
cent is not only just, but that He even does this that He 
may become just and mercifid? It appeared still more 
strange than even this that the only way of becoming 
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virtuous was, not by doing good and virtuous deeds, but 
by believing that Christ's death was an atonement for 
sin, and His merits a fund of righteousness for which 
they who thus believed were to be rewarded. Certamly, 
thought I, if the Christian religion be not a true one, it 
is not a cunningly devised fable ; for its mysteries are 
either not far enough removed from the examination of 
the rational faculties, or too directly opposed to the con- 
elusions which they must necessarily form. The mys- 
tery of the Trinity I regarded as an exception to this ; 
the nature of God is so little kno\vn to man that I could 
neither believe nor doubt it.' 

In this abrupt and unsatisfactory manner the docu- 
ment ends. It will appear in the sequel that evidence 
exists in other quarters, enabling us to trace the essential 
facts of Miller's spiritual liistor}\ 
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ONE or two threads of our biographical narrative Y 
shpped through our hands, and it will be c 
to gather them up before proceeding with the delineation 
of Miller's religious experience. Swanson, as we saw, 
alluded to his prospects of pecuniaiy support, and ex- 
ulted in his tnist in God. This was in October. In 
November Miller replied. ' You tell me that you are 
becoming (like myself) very poor, but you also inform me 
that you are very happy. I know by experience that 
simple, unambitious poverty and happiness are not such 
enemies as is generally imagined — but oh how I detest 
the mean, cringing poverty that prompts a man of God's 
forming to cast himself in the dust before his brother 
man — that compels him to smile at the stupid, cruel jibe 
that wounds him, that teaches his knee to bend and ties 
his tongue. This is poverty of spirit. I merely detest 
it; but I cannot think of those mean insults which, com- 
ing from the little great, make poverty truly bitter 
without wishing for the return of the earliest days of 
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!iarl)arisni. My master in the rudest stage of society 
would have at least two of nature's advantages, he would ' 
be brave and strong ; but in its present state, he may be 
at once an idiot, coward, and knave.' 

Swanson had asked for information about the Rev. 
Mr Stewart. The account of his relations with hia 
parishioners, and the estimate of his character, which 
Miller gives in reply, are very different from what he . 
would subsequently have written, ' \Vhen, after leaving 
Edinburgh, I returned to this place, I scarce met one of 
my old acquaintances who did not tell me of the extra- 
ordinary parts and merits of their new minister. He waa 
so humble, said his admirers, that he did not, like many 
foolish parsons, speak of the priesthood as a body of good, 
perfect men, who were sorely toiling to concert vile lay 
sinners — no, when he spoke of sinners, he said You and 
I. Hia sermons too, with all the solidity of orthodoxy 
itself, were so interesting and eloquent that no one could 
sleep in his church. The very reserve of his character 
was praised ; it was bashfulness, it was modesty. This 
general opinion has now given place to another as general. 
His humility, it is said, was affected, for his reserve is 
not that of bashfulness but of pride. No one gives less 
to the poor or is fonder of money. His very sermons are 
now different from what they were once — they still dis- 
play talent, but they are cold and vuianimated, and ill- 
caiculatetl to rouse or comfort hia hearers. These two 
contrary opinions were and are those entertained by the 
jiiddle class of Mr Stewart's parishioners ; do not im- 
(inc, however, that either of them in every partiailar 
8 or is mine. I know too little of his character as a 
lan to say whether he be generous or niggardly, proud • 
r humble ; but, as a minister, I believe I may dare de- 
jde of his merits. His sermons are the offspring of 
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natural talent polished by learning. Few men under- 
stand better what subjecta are susceptible of" that elo- 
quence which at once engages the understandings, ima- 
ginations, and hearts of men. His views of a subject arc 
generally clear, and his style, though apparently un- 
studied, is pure and expressive. But, on the other hand, 
he is an unequal, ofttimes a careless jireacher. His ser- 
mons were such as 1 have described only for the first 
ten or twelve months after he received the presentation 
to this parish. At particular seasons, such as the time 
of a sacrament, he still exerts himself, and I am cheered 
by ilaslies of that spirit the blaze of which once delighted 
me ; but his couunon, every-day discourses are dry and 
doctrinal. Tliey address themfiches to the imderstand- 
iug, but not to the heart. The knowledge they display 
of human natiu* is often vague and general, and sucli as 
is to be taught by books. Of that particular and striking 
kind which is to be acquired by the study of our own 
hearts or of the characters of others, there is to be found 
in them but few instances. That cold reserve of charac- 
ter, which has now become so disgusting to Mr Stewart's 
parishioners, is surely an unfortimatc thing in a minister 
of the gospel. In a private individual, though often 
feared and reviled, it has its apology ; but it has none 
in the man who is bound down both by the command of 
God and every principle of honesty recognized among 
men, to devote his whole life to the gaining of souls from 
Satan. What is merely a singularity in the parishioner 
is a crime in the minister.' 

Of the seriousness of Miller's mood at this time we 
have traces in his correspondence with his other friend. 
He has, he tells William Ross, but two friends, and can 
as ill afford to lose one of them as he could to lose 
' an eye or an arm.' ' Alas ! Willie,' he says in a let- 
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ter of December Sth, ' whether wise or foolisti, we are no 
longer boys ; last October a note of my father's hand- 
writing in the first page of the big Bible, which was 
once his and is now mine, mformed me that I hml then 
completed my twenty-fourth year. Since the fintt page 
of that Bible furnishes me with a fact of so serious a 
nature, do you think it would be lost time should I spend 
a few minutes every day in considering the facts wliioh 
are laid down in its other pages ? My fnenil, J. Swan- 
son, assures me it woidd not.' 

In a letter to Swanson of Decemlier 15th we meet 
with the following decideil repudiation of what is called 
the selfish theor}' of morals. ' Are you Htill,' he asks, 
' a member of that School of Philosophy which resolves 
every feeling espressive of affection into mere selfishness ? 
I hope not. I have, ever since I heard of it, hated it n» 
heartily as ever I did any of the schools which |)erplexcd 
me in the daj-s of my boyhood, and the more I examine 
myself by patiently tracing the connection which sub- 
sists between my feelings and the circumstances which 
excite them, the more am I convinced that selfishness 
does not supply all the tics of that connectioii. ... I 
hate the selfish School of Philosopliy. I wish 1 could 
hate it as practically as St Paul did.' 

On the 1st of January, 1827, he writes to Ross. 
His reflections are not of a jocund character : — ' The 
first sun of the year has not yet risen, but I have 
trimmed and lighted my lamp, and set myself down to 
UTJte by the assistance of its little red flame. . . . Many 
are the reflections which a closing and an opening year 
suggest. You have often seen that Egyptian symbol, an 
adder holding its tail in its mouth ; and I am sure that 
you have observed that the slender circular body of that 
ler is but a dull-looking thing, varied as it only is by 
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a slight difference in bulk or a still slighter difference in 
the loops of its scaly coat ; while, upon that part of it 
where its head and tail meet, the eye can rest with plea- 
sure. It is said that this adder is a svinbol of the year ; 
and certainly, aa the eye is attracted more by its head 
and tail than by auy part of its body, so the attention of 
the moralist is excited more by the beginning and close 
of the year than by any of its intennediate parts. The 
moralist, do I say ? Alas ! true moralists are by no 
means common characters, yet serious reflection at such 
a season as this is not confined to a class of men so ex- 
tremely rare. I remember that at a stage of life little 
removed from childhood, on a New- Year's Day, not all 
the halfpence my friends gave me could make me happy. 
A certain vague regret for the days of sport that had 
passed away, and a fearful anticipation of the days of 
care and toil which I knew were coming on, conspired 
to cast a gloom over my mind. But in tliis the boy in- 
dulged in a folly not always avoided by the man. When 
I looked at the head and tail of the snake, T thought of 
the sting which in reality both of them bear, but not of 
the antidote growing near. I now perceive that it was 
unwise thus to suffer the clouds of unavailing regret and 
dismal anticipation to cast their shade over my enjoy- 
ments. He who taught that there is but one thing truly 
needful taught also that " sufficient unto the day is the 
evil thereof." — It is an opinion of nunc that all the drink- 
ing and feasting so common at this season were at first 
resorted to for the sake of dissipating gloomy thoughts 
like those with which I was once perplexed. The more 
I think of this, the more I am confinned of its truth. 
Judging from experience, it appears reasonable enough 
that the man who is unprepared to die should strive to 
forget that he is mortal i but it is monstrous to suppose 
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' that, deeming, as most do, death the greatest evil, he 
should yet joy at its approach. If an opening year 
warned a hoy of tiie toils which awaited liim, it may 
Burely whisper to men of death. And it does ! Get one 
of the most stupid of those who are revellers at this 
season to make a single moral remark, and that one will 
be that he is now by a year nearer his grave than he was 
twelve months ago. From retlections like these, though 
custom, by givuig its sanction to the festivities of the 
season, has, after its usual manner, obscured every cir- 
cumstance of its own beginning and growth, I can re- 
gard that loud huzza which has penetrated even to this 
recess, as that of madness raised to drown the deep low 
murmurings of thought, — Many are the reflections which^ 
a closing and opening year suggest, and yet the writer 
who would set himself to collect and arrange these 
would find that there is little to be said of the years 
which commenced and concluded seven hours ago which 
has not been already said (perhaps well said) of some 
preceding ones. . . . But in morals, regarded as the 
rules of life, there is nothing commonplace. Filled with 
a desire of making new acquirements and a love of 
novelty, man is generally moving onward in knowledge, 
—there is a law in his very nature which urges him on ; 
but for that which is morally good he has no natural in- 
^^ clination. Before he quit his vicious habits he must be 
^^m threatened with the horrors of eternal punishment, — nay, 
^^M perhaps made to feel in conviction a foretaste of these 
^^B horrors. Before he commence a course of virtuous actions, 
^^M he must be presented with the strongest motives, assur- 
^^M ancc of eternal peace and joy, and what is necessarily 
^^1 superior to any motive, he must lie powerfully assisted 
^^B by the Spirit of God. Ah, my dear friend, there can 
^^B siu^ly be no commonplace in morals, whether by the 
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word we mean virtuous actions, or the precepts whicli 
enjoin or the considerations which enforce them. The 
uncertainty of time and the certainty of death, the 
guilt and madness of mis-spending time, and the sure 
coming of judgment, ail of these are topics extremely 
commonplace for an author, but tniths which to every 
himiaii creature are important in the highest degree. — 
I cannot look back upon the past year with a feeling of 
pleasure, and yet I should look upon it «ith one of 
thankfulness. I am certain I have not marked it by a 
single meritorious deed, and yet, by the good mercy of 
God, I have been preserved from actions notoriously 
vicious. I have at times, I trust, by liis help, cleared 
my heart of its viler affections, and repressed its evil de- 
sires. I have besought His assistance, and experienced 
within me the workings of gratitude. But, alas ! at other 
times I have wilfully opened the floodgates of passion ; 
I have courted rather than resisted temptation ; I have 
apologized for knomi sin in my heart ; and in thought 
many times oftener than once indeed have I committed 
evil.' 

Thus, by the ' little red flame," in the chill hour 
before the dawn, on the first day of 1827, does Hugh 
Miller jot down for his friend his stern and sad com- 
munings with himself. The drear glimmer of the lamp- 
light is traceable on the page, and the remarks on the 
festivities of Christmas and New-Year's Day are too 
harshly Puritanic for his sunnier and wiser hour ; but the 
severity of his self-judgment, and the deep and humble 
piety which pervades the letter, make it valuable as a 
revelation of his state of miud at the time. Let us there- 
fore proceed : — 

' In that awfid day when things shall appear as they 
really are, how shall I apologize for the evil I have com- 



I 



RETROSPECT. 213 

mitted in that portion of time which was measured oat 
by the piist year ? The more I consider the more clearly 
do I see that the evil I have committed in it was of a 
positive, the good merely of a negative, kind. All that 
I can iirge in my defence is, that I might have entered 
still deeper into evil than I have done. But will this 
defence serve ? Were it to serve in an earthly court, 
the vilest criminal could with justice allege it ; and will 
God, in whom dwelleth, and from whom cometh, all 
wisdom, accept it from His creatures ? Alas ! hope 
itself cannot build on a foundation like this. If man- 
kind have no better plea they are surely lost ; yet self- 
love, in the very face of reason, whispcreth the contrary. 
Ah, William, there can be no greater deceiver than self- 
love — no flatterer more dangerous— for there is none we 
suspect less. Often, when we think of a futvire state of 
being, of an Almighty Judge, and of our own ap])ear- 
ance before Him, in our imaginations we not only pic- 
ture that Judge as merciful, but we even conceive of 
Him as possessed of feelings and partialities, and con- 
sequently of weaknesses, like oiu^elves. M'e deem Him 
to be One who will look upon our faults with the same 
favourable eye with which we ourselves regard them — 
as One who will give us credit for the merits which we 
think we possess. Alas ! we do not consider that one- 
half of these imagined merits are fictitious, the children 
of our fancy ; and that the other half of them consist of 
natural talents and propensities which have, for wise 
ends, been given us, but which we have misapplied. 
And what, then, remains? As I have said already, I 
must say again, that man's best plea, if he ground his 
defence on works, is, that he has not coimuitted all 
the evil which he might have conmiitted ; and I must 
Bay again that, if mankind have uo better plea than this. 
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they are surely lost. But, dear William, Christianity is 
not the cunningly-devised falile I once thought it. There 
is a Saviour, and he who believes upon Him with that 
true, earnest belief which conquereth evil, shall, for the 
sake of the sufferings of that Saviour, have his sins for- 
given him, and for the sake of His righteousness be re- 
warded. 1 once thought this an absurd doctrine ; now, 
though I have more experience of men and things than I 
ever had before, and though my reason has strengthened, 
and is, as I hope, still strengthening, I can regard it as a 
wonderful display of the wisdom of God. 

' Many are the reflections which an opening and a 
closing year suggest ! How impenetrably dark is that 
cloud which hangs over the futiu-e ! How dubious and 
uncertain do the half-remembered incidents of the past 
appear ! And what, since we have so little left us to 
bear witness of the past — since we have nothing to 
assure us that in this body the future shall be ours — 
what is that present time which we dare challenge as 
oiu" own ? Is it a day, an hour, a minute, a moment ? 
No, it is simply a line of division, a thing which has 
neither solidity nor extension, breadth nor thickness. 
And is this nonentity all we can call our own ? Cowley, 
in his essay on the danger of procrastination, gives a 
translation of an epigram of Martial, which, as it falls in 
with my present train of thought, and is, of itself, very 
ingenious, I shall here insert. — By-thc-by, I recommend 
Cowley to you as an excellent and shrewd fellow, who, 

I if you court his company and conversation, will, I am 
sure, give you much pleasure, and perhaps some instruc- 
tion. — He is a true poet, though of a rare school. But 
the epigram : — 



ir you will live, you always ory ; 
In what far country does ikia moirow lie f 
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That 'tis so iniglity long ere it arrive, 

BeyuDd the IndJES dues tliis luurrow live ? 

Tin 80 far-fetched, this morruw, that I fear 

Twill be botli very old and very dear. 

To-iaorrow I will live, the fool does nay. 

To-day itsel fa too late: tlie wiau lived yesterday.' 

'What is, or where is, to-morrow? is the question of 
the Roman epigrammatist. I would in Uke manner nsk 
what is, or rather what was, yesterday ? It lias left a 
few marks upon the face of the earth. Yesterday, a 
field was ploughed, a house built, and a grave dug ; and 
these marks and scarce anything else make yesterday 
different from the dream of yesternight ; hut the grave 
must very soon be closed, the ploughed field will soon 
become a piece of green sward, and to Him with whom 
a thousand years are as a day, it will appear but a short 
space when the foundations of the house will become a 
piece of green sward also. Yet things like these are the 
monuments of yesterday. But what is yesterday itself? 
what was it, rather ? It Avas a space of time, measured 
by the sun, which was given to men that in it they 
might prepare for death ; and inateaj of preparing for 
death, the whole power of their bodies and every energy 
of their souls have been employed in building and 
ploughing and in other such occupations, even though 
they saw graves opening and closing before them. 

I What though those wasting monuments of yesterday 
which men Iiave raised or inscribed on the face of the 
earth were eternal, — what has the soul of man to do 
with these external things? If his soul be umiiatcrial, 
as many judicious jjhilosophers affirm, then, though 
mysteriously connected with a material Iwdy, it can 
surely have no proper and natural connection with the 
earth in which vegetables grow or the stones with uliich 
houses ore built. But I am quaiutly deducing a moral 
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from ail uncertainty, which I can smiplj and with ease 
deduce from a kuown truth. I ara also speaking rather 
loosely of the particular provision to be made for tlie 
aoul, and making uo allowance for that which iimst of 
necessity be made for the body. Be it sufficient that I 
mention the last, since the proportion which the interests 
of the body bear to those of the soul must be that which 
finite bears to infinite. 

' The particular |)rovision which must be made for the 
soul is, as I firmly believe, specified in those revealed 
books which compose the Old and A'ew Testaments. 
The luicertainty to which I refer is the immateriality of 
the soul. The truth — the truths, I should rather say — 
which concern the separate existence of the soul and the 
resurrection of the body — are those of God. 

' And now I will just conclude, for I become, though 
very serious, very tiresome, by remarking that, since 
time past is little more than a shadow, since time com- 
ing is something less, it is man's true wisdom to entrench 
himself within himself — not in selfishness, — it is selfish- 
ness which prompts him to wander, and in his wanderings 
to form connections with imfit objects sucli as earth and 
stones — not in selfishness, but with a love to God greater, 
and a love to bis neighbour equal to that which he bears 
to himself — entrenching himself in a good conscience 
and a rational (that is, a Scriptm-al) hope of salvation — 
perceiving that to liimself his own soul is everjthing. 
And, dear William, is it not truly everything ? All that 
to us remains of the past lies in the storehouses of our 
memories or the books of our consciences ; all the sur- 
misings which we form of the futiu-e are drawn from the 
*ixperienccs of the past, which we ha\'e laid up in these 
orehouses ; while our imaginations sit retired, each in 
■^wn recess, drawing pictures of these experiences, and 
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f the images which are presetted along with them, join- 
disjoining them at pleasure. Oh, how strange 
iried are the powers of that soul which is destined 
to immortality ! It can be made of itself, just as we 
_ deal with it, either a heaven or a hell. — ^And now I have 
-No, not yet. 1 must, by quoting Shiikespeare, 
Ibrestall some of yoiu" remarks. 

"Wlienldidhea 
The motley fool thnB 
My lungs began to cri 
That fools slumld be £ 
And I did laiigli eant 
An liour by his dial." ' 

This remarkable letter was not sent away at once, 
the 10th of the month Hugh took it up, and 
Ided a few words. The ' thoughts and modes of ex- 
secm, he says, as new to him ' as if they had 
been found by some other person.' From this he infers 
that, if he and liis two friends made copies of their letters, 
the volume containing them, if of no great interest to 
third i)arties, would be not only interesting but extremely 
leful to the correspondents. ' You may see,' he pro- 
ids, ' that I am bent on making this experiment.' 
iller carried out his intention to a very considerable 
:tent, and seems never, while he resided in Cromarty, 
have grudged the labour of copying for preservation 
'hat he wrote. 

Reverting to his letter, he remarks justly that it is 
ttoo much in the style which a preceptor would assume,' 
'hile some of the observations 'are commonplace and 
ill connected, and others of them nnpardonably ijuaint.' 
He assures Ross that the preceptorial tone is ' only in 
seeming, not in reality,' and that he does not suppose j 
his correspondent to be ignorant of anytlung he baa I 
tten. ' The blockhead who sets himself up as an J 
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ad\Tser of others is alwavs one who is very far indeed 
beyond the power of advice to reclaim.' By way of 
practical coDcUision to the whole matter we have the 
following : — ' But why, you may ask, why then write 
me that which I already know ? The question, though 
a simple, is truly a hard one, and I can answer it in nn 
other way than by sanng that I wrote from my feelings 
— that, from seeing the connection which the passing 
time and my wasting life have tf^ther, I was insensibly 
led to think of time and eternity, life and death, and, as 
I was, when my mind was thus occupied, writing my 
friend, to commit these thoughts to paper for his perusal. 
But besides general there are in these pages particular 
facts. I have told you that what I now believe I did 
not once believe, and I have told you how I have deter- 
mined, relj-ing on the help of God, to make the doctrines 
of Christianity the rule of my belief, its precepts that of 
my conduct. Ah, William, how easy it is to write of 
virtuous deeds ! how difficult to perform them ! How 
easy is it to malce a good resolve ! how difficult to abide 
by one ! But the power, truth, and goodness of God are 
infinite, and He has promised to give His Holy Spirit 
to them that ask it.' 

From this point Hugh Miller never receded. A 
profound change had passed over his spiritual nature, 
a change none the less penetrating or pervasive that 
its operation had taken place in the silent chambers 
of his soul and had manifested itself in few estomal 
signs. Through no paroxysms of self-accusing agony 
did he make his way into the temple of his spiritual 
rest. By no raptures of religious enthusiasm did he 
announce his arrival at his Father's bouse. With the 
deliberate assent of reason, conscience, and feeling he 
embraced the Gospel of Christ, and solemnly cast in his 
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Mot with tho3e who confessed Christ before men. On 

' this point there was to be no further debate. By one 

supreme act of resolution he defined the future of his 

soul's life. Aided, as he reverently believed, by the 

Divine Spu-it, he placed his tnist in the power, truth, 

I and goodness of the Infinite One, as revealed in Jesus of 

I Nazareth. But the religion of Miller, though from this 

time it lay entwined with the deepest roots of his bemg 

and was the supreme and determining element ui his 

cliaracter, came little to the surface. It was an unseen 

force, a hidden fire, influencing him at all momenta, but 

never obtnided on the public eye. It would have 

been offensive to all the instincts of his modest and 

I. manly nature to unveil the secret places of his soul to 

» the general observer. 

The reader may have remarked that, in his letters to 
Ross, Miller assiunes that part of Mentor, which, in the 
other correspondence, is taken so decisively by Swansou. 
I The influence emanates from Swanson, and Hugh passes 
[ it on to Ross. His relations with the latter appear to 
Likave been of a more tenderly confidential character than 
Iliis relations with the former. 
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HUGH MILLER, then, as we meet hiiu on tlie 
threshold of liis twenty -sixth summer, has passed 
through the stages of boyhood and youth, with their 
changes of mood and development of faculty, and ac- 
quired that fundamental type of character which he 
subsequently retained. Steadily prosecuting the enter- 
prise of self-culture, he is animated by the purest spirit- 
ual ambition, and experiences, in faculties invigorated 
and knowledge increased, that deep joy which is the 
student's reward. He has derived, it is scarce necessary 
to say, inestimable advantage from the completion of 
that reUgious process which had long been going on in 
his mind. The event which he would have called his con- 
vereion, and pronounced of transcendent importance in 
relation to all other occurrences in his life, has taken 
place. He knows what he believes. The atmosphere 
of his soul is clear iind calm, and the luifathomahle 
azure of heaven touches with softening radiance all its 
clouds. Placid resolution, energy peacefully fj-onting 
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' the tasks of life, a thoughtful gaiety and smiling forti- 
tude, attest the genial firmness with wliich he now 
wields the sceptre of his mental realm. 

A letter to Ross, dated May, 182S, beare some 
reflection of the peace and clearness to which he had 
attained. This letter, indeed, does much to compensate 
for the loss of which we had to complain in last 
chapter. 

' I was employed in the church-yard in hewing a 
tombstone, at which, as I wrought late and hard, I 
fatigued myself considerably, when my consin George 
Munro brought mc your letter. There was scarce light 
enough to read it, the evening had so far advanced ; the 
little I did decipher of it, however, acted upon me as a 
spell. I forgot the labours of the past day, and, in 
short, everything except that I was happy in my friend, 
and had much cause of gratitude to my God. Surely the 
best of His gifts, if we except the great gift of the Son 
and the Spirit, is a true Friend ! Everything temporal 
must decay and perish. The soul, if it dwells long in 

I the body, must see many of the things of the material 
world, upon which it puts a value, because it deems 
them conducive or essential to its happiness, dropping 
away, or so changing as to be no longer matters of 
comfort or use. Even supposing them of a less tran- 
sient or changeable nature, it is certain they are com- 
pletely lost to tlie soul when it separates from the body, 
that piece of earth being the only medium through 
which it can enjoy them. It is not thus with friend- 
ship. The soul cannot decay, and we have assurance 
from Scripture, that that which we term death is not to 
those who love God a death to affectiou. I trust that 
in the friend to whom I now write, I have one whom I 
will love and by whom I shall be beloved for ever. Is 
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not this a noble hope, and does it not deserve to be 
cherished ? 

' I have read somewhere (in Byron's " Don Juan," if I 
mistake not) that virtue is but another name for romance. 
Unbelief alone could have made a remark hke this, but 
I think it so shrewd that, were there no such thing as 
Revelation, and consequently nothing like assurance of a 
future state of rewards and punishments, I would at 
once assent to its truth, so far as what I may terra 
active virtue is concerned. I make a distinction when 
I say active, the passive being essential to the happiness 
which Epicurus sought after. Believing, as I assuredly 
hope I do, in Revelation, I shall dare imitate this re- 
mark so far as to say that Romance is the shadow of 
Rehgion, and Religion the truth of Romance ; and, if 
you have patience enough to follow me, I shall en- 
deavour to explain what I mean when I say so. We 
both know from experience the character of the romantic 
man. He is one who casts the reins to his imagination, 
and believes in all the promises that are given him by 
hope. He is a day-dreamer that lives in an ideal world 
of his own creation. If of a kind, unsuspicious temper- 
ament, hia dreams are of a peaceful description. Love 
and friendship are his guiding stars. 

" He hopes a Sylpti in every daiue, 
A Pylades in every friend ; " 

and the world of his dreams, the world which these 
noble beings inhabit, is so far from resembling that one 
of which other people have experience, that neither pain, 
sorrow, accident, nor the evils which folly and villany 
produce, have any part in it. If the visionary be of a 
venturous, restless spirit, and imbued with love of fame, 
the world presented in his dreams is of a less quiet and 
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isposition, but to balance its disadvantages, 

beholds himself as a god in that world. He sees 

himself a conqueror over all those whom he hates or 

fears, and an object of fldmimtion to all those whom he 

, loves. Such are the dreams of romance, and liim who 
indulges in such we term romantic. The people of the 
world, who in general do not abound in good nature, 

'"make his folly the butt of their ridicule, and the realities 
of life, wliich to a man of this cast are misfortunes, are 
sure to make sport of it. But religion is the truth of 
romance. It promises more than hope does, and it 
performs all that it promises. We are given to know 
with assurance that our eyes have never seen, neither 
have our hearts conceived, a blessedness equal to that 
which God has prepared for those that love him. The 
glories of heaven are too bright for our conceptions, but 
this we know, that in the future world we shall associate 
with none except the good, and that we shall love them, 
and be beloved by them. This is just a fulfilment of 
the highest promise which hope gives the visionary. In 
heaven we shall also hold close communion with God. 
TTiere is nothing like this in all the provinces of romance. 
We know, too, that in heaven misfortune shall have no 
* place, and that we shall be there triumphant over all 
that we now fear and all that is evil, over death, and 

I hell, and temptation. As for fame, we are assured that 
there is joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth. 
"Well done, good and faithful servant," is the address 
of the Omnipotent to the man who by his works has 
glorified His name. I need not follow this subject 
fiirther ; 1 have said enough to show what I mean, by 
uying that romance is the shadow of religion and 
religion the truth of romance. 
' Religion, my dear friend, is a very different thing 
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from what the people of tlie world think it. Four years 
ago, I deemed the love of God a passion altogether 
chimerical. When I looked towards the sky, I saw that 
the sun was a glorious and sublime object, and a very 
apt image of the God who had created it and all things; 
but I thought I could as rationally love that sun as I 
could the invisible being of whom I deemed it the best 
type. I found what I reckoned admirable things in the 
writings of Plato. Socrates I regarded as a very excel- 
lent, talented man ; his reasonings on the immortality 
of the soul, on the love of God, on prayer, and on the 
nature of holiness and of man, delighted me. But 
though I never once thought of bringing forward argu- 
ments to weigh against his, I could not consider what 
he taught in the light of serious truths. I felt the same 
pleasure iu perusing his dialogues, or in reading fine 
moral poems and discourses, as I felt when looking at 
an elegant statue or picture ; but I thought as little of 
taking the precepts I found in these pieces as rules to 
live by as I did of paring my limbs or features to the 
exact proportions of those of the Apollo Belvidere or the 
Hercules Faruese. As for the religion of the New 
Testament, I could not at all admire it. Some of the 
morals it inculcated I thought good, though in the main 
rather calculated to make a patient than an active man, 
and better adapted for the slave and the vanquished than 
for the freeman and the conqueror. The scheme of 
Redemption and its consequent doctrines I regarded as 
peculiarly absurd. I held it impossible that a man of 
taste and judgment could in reality be a Christian. As 
for those men who were evidently possessed of both 
these faculties in a high degree and yet professors of 
rehgion, I interpreted their seeming assent to its dogmas 
■OS the effect of a prudence similar to that which made 
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lato, Seneca, and some of the other ancient philosophers, 
belief in the niythologic fables of Greece and 
Rome, I was myself an imitator of these men, and I 
looked upon the professed atheist or deist, not perhaps 
with as much abhorrence as the serious believer would 
regard him with, but with a much higher contempt ; for 
it seemed to me a thing childishly imprndent for any 
one to assume the character of a free-thinker, when all 
to be acquired by opposing the current of what I re- 
garded as popular prejudice was the unqualified hatred 
and detestation of nineteen-twentieths of one's country- 
men and relations. I therefore professed, as you will 
perhaps remember, a great respect for religion, though 
always ready to confess to any one who was seriously a 
Christian, that I had no experimental knowledge of its 
truth. I found the doctrine of predestination very 
serviceable as a kind of shield to protect nic against the 
advices (you may smile at the term) of such. You may 
sec from what I have written what it was made lue 
think it possible that your profession of respect for re- 
ligion was insincere: but you will pardon me, as you 

[low how natural it is for a man to judge his neighbour 

\y himself. 

But though misled for once by this method of 
judging, I shall yet avail myself of it in forming an 
opinion of that formidable body, the men of the world, 
BO far as their regards for religion are concerned. My 
present self takes uiy former self as a specimen of these 
men ; ay, and conceit goes so far as to say that former 

jif may be regarded as no unfavourable specimen 

leitber. 'Tis true I was not one of the most acute 
though one of the most prudent of freethinkers. I will 
not arrogate to myself the powers of a Paine or n 
Uoblws, yet setting conceit apart, I think I may say 
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that my natural aciiteness and acquired knowledge at 
the time I deemed the historical part of the Bible a col- 
lection of fables and its doctrinal a mass of absurdities, 
were far superior to the acuteness or knowledge of the 
generality of such men as harbour similar opinions. I 
mean such of them as think for themselves ; and it 
is proper to make this distinction ; for I can assure 
you, however much the men who arrogate a faculty 
of detecting impostures the rest of the world are 
deceived by, may boast of the superior power of mind 
lavished on their sept, that there are blockheads who are 
sceptics as well as weak men who are Christians, nay 
more, that there are men wlio profess themselves free- 
thinkers who were not born to be thinkers at all. 

' The few intelligent sceptics I have been acquainted 
with, I have invariably found as ignorant of religion as 
I myself was foiu- years ago, and from ray present know- 
ledge of it I conclude {and it would be diificult to prove 
my conclusion false) that all its enemies, even tlie most 
acute, are thus ignorant. I have perused the Essays of 
Hume, one of the best reasonei-s, perhaps, the world 
ever produced, and on rising from that perusal this 
estimate appeared to me juster than ever. Holding this 
opinion, I can pity these men, but I feel little disposed 
to fear their arguments, having experience of their 
futility ; nor yet do I feel uneasy at the thought of 
being the object of the contempt of such ; for my 
memory must altogether fail me before I forget that with 
a contempt similar to theirs I once regarded men well 
skilled in that wisdom the beginning of which is tlie fear 
of God. 

'With the second class, the non-thinkers, it is not so 
easy to deal. They are so numerous as to compose 
nearly two-thirds of the inhabitants of our large towns, 






and even in oar villages and in the country, whose in- 
habitants, forty years ago, were a superstitious, it may 
he, but certainly a moral and decent people, they are 
springing up like mushrooms. Consunimalely ignorant 
of R'ligion, and deficient in all general knowledge, they 
ridicule and defame all those who, professing a belief in 
the doctrines of the Bible, make its morality the rule of 
their lives. They are searchers after truth on the plan 
laid down by my Lord Shaftesbury. Men of the firmest 
minds find it a hard task to keep themselves cool and 
undisturbed when made the butts of ridicule. The 
ridicule of the fool, too, is peculiarly bitter. I have had 
occasion to feel it at times, having oftener than once 
come in contact with persons of the stamp described ; 
and I have felt hurt at finding myself made their butt j 
but as there is no character I regard with so much con- 
tempt as a coward, I have been solaced at finding, from 
repeated experience, that none except arrant cowards 
set upon me in this manner. These pusillanimous 
mockers never venture singly to attack a man. They 
fight in companies, have no chance if the pereon they 
single out be strong in judgment or in humour, unless 
they can drown his argimtents or wit in their lauf^hter. 
For any two of the fraternity, unless they be more 
ignorant and stupid than common, 1 find myself an 
overmatch. Argument or the sallies of wit confound 
them. They can do nothing except laugh, and not 
even that when alone. 

' But as I have detailed the opinions which 1 form- 
erly held of religion at some length, it may not be im- 
proper to state as a per contra, a few of those I at present 
hold respecting it. I have now so far changed my 
opinion of religion as to think with a celebrated poet 
that Christian is the highest style of man, and that by 
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the New Testament, men of the greatest pnwere of mind 
and the deepest learning may be taught wisdom. Nor 
can I deem, as I did once, the sdiemc of morals which 
thia book contains mean and contemptible. I am con- 
vinced that, were that scheme universally acted npon. 
earth woidd become a heaven, and further, that no one 
can act upon it unless possessed of the highest and 
noblest fortitude, — a fortitude, indeed, too noble to have 
any place in the natural human heart, but which God 
has promised to infuse into the hearts of all such as be- 
lieve Jesus to be the Christ. As for taste, I cannot 
help wondering how I could at any time be so very 
absurd as to think the doctrines of Christianity opposed 
to this principle, especially when I understood and 
relished the larger poems of Cowper and Milton. 
Through tlie Revelation by which I am taught of all 
that Christ has done and suffered for sinners, the God 
whom I would foruieriy regard with a cold feeling of 
admiration, I can now love as Tny God and Father. I 
feel Him brought near unto me, and that too in a way 
against which my pride of heart had formerly revolted, 
and which my reason deemed aa unworthy of Divine 
wisdom to devise as of human to trust to. 

'This is not merely an avowal of a change of opinion. 
There is implied in it a change of heart. Though still 
sinful and foolish in a degree I woidd be ashamed to 
confess even to my friends, I trust I am now less selfish 
and possessed of a more affectionate heart than I was 
before I believed. My friends arc dearer to me than 
they were formerly, and yet I do not now, as I did once, 
make their approbation the rule of my actions. I am 
perhaps still too fond of praise from such of my fellow- 
men as I respect and love, but I find that my desire of 
avoiding that which is bad and dishonourable follow^ 
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tne into solitude, and that my belief in God's omnipre- 
sence (may I not hope the assistance of His Spirit also?) 
gives me strength to accomplish this desire. But you 
will not be satisfied if I run on in this strain to the end 
of my letter. Let me close this part of it, then, in the 
words of one of the many texts which point out the princi- 
ple upon which the change I have been describing hinged. 
" Whosoever believeth that Jesus is the Christ is bom of 
God." Mark what follows. " Whosoever is born of 

God overcometh the world." 

.... Rousseau was certainly in the right when he 
said that the art of writing well was of all others the 
most difficult to acquire. I have been wishing, ay, and 

, striving too as hard as ray indolent, volatile nature 
suffered, for these three years past to acquire this art ; 
and all I have yet attained is an ability of detecting my 
mistakes and of seeing how incorrect my modes of ex- 
pression are 

' There is a general* stagnation in this part of the 
country in all kinds of trade. The season favourable to 
my department is fast advancing, but except two tomb- 
stones (and one of these is not yet finished) I have 
done nothing this year. I have some thoughts of putting 
into execution a plan which has been revolving in uiy 
mind these several months back. 1 engrave inscriptions 

' on stone (conceit apart) in a neater and more correct 
manner than any other mason in this part of the country. 
The masons of Inverness, as I have been informed, are 
very deficient in this art. My plan is to go to that 
town, take lodgings in some cheap part of it, and make 
myself known by -advertisement as a stone engraver. 
What think you of this ? The want of friends and of a 

I due confidence in one's self are, it is true, disqualifying 
circumstances, but time and chance liappencth to all.' 
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Of the pursuits, projects, and aspirings of this period 
we have further record in a document drawn up by 
Miller in the spring of 1826, headed 'Things which I 
intend doing, but many of which, experience says, shall 
never be done.' It is too characteristic to be omitted. 



' PAllT FIRST. GEOMETRY, ABCHITECTURE, SCULPTURE, 
DRAWING, ETC. 

'1. To fill a book containing from thirty to forty 
pages with such problems of practical Geometry as are 
of use to the architect and builder. 

' 2. To execute in the best style a complete set of 
architectural drawings, beginning with Egyptian, and 
ending with Gothic architecture. 

' 3. To study the proportions of the human figure 
as exemplified in the works of the Grecian school of 
sculpture. 

'4. To practise cutting fn stone foliage, shells, 
Heraldic figures, the Ionic, Corinthian, and composite 
capitals, &c. 

' 5. To fill about a dozen pages with the varieties of 
the Roman, Italian, old English and Saxon alphabets ; 
the letters of each to be formed in my best and neatest 
manner, and the whole to be shown to strangers as a 
specimen of my skill in inscription engraving. 

' 6. To make a set of drawings of such of the old 
buildings of Ross-shire as I have taken sketches of in 
the course of my casual peregrinations through that 
country, such as the Tower of Fairburn, Castle Leod, 
Craighouse, Lochslin, Balconie, Balnagown, &;c. 

' 7. To make a set of drawings of the scenery of the 
parish of Cromarty, including two views of the town, one 
from the west, the other from the east ; two views of 



Cromarty House, one from the old chapel, the other 
from the green in front. One from the hill above tlie 
Laigh Craig of the bay of Cromarty, another of the 
same from the Sutor Road. One view of the Laigh 
Craig from the wood adjoining. One of the Siukan 
Hillock from the Sach Craig. One of the Apple- 
Garden from the Red Nose. One of the Murray Frith 
from the Callow Hill. One of the Callow Hill from 

' the Murray Frith. One of MacArthur's Bed. One 

I from Hespy Home, and three to be taken from different 

I points in the Burn of Craighouse. 

' 8. To try how I will succeed in portrait and laud- 

I Bcape in od colours. 

' 9. To practise the old hand until the best judges 

I would be unable to distinguish between a piece of my 

I writing iu the ancient style and a manuscript two hun- 

I dred years old. 

' 10. To make a set of drawings of all the fine wild 

I flowers and pretty coloured butterflies to be found in 
this part of the country. 

' 1 1. To make a piece of mosaic work of fine stones 

' found on the shores of Cromarty, or in the caves of the 

' Gallow Hill. 



' PART SECOND. LITER.^TURE : PROSE COMPOSITION. 

'1. I intend writing a work, humorous and de- 
I Bcriptive, to be entitled, "Four Years in the Life of a 
I Journeyman Mason," 

' 2. I intend writing a history of my varying 
thoughts of men and manners, right and wrong, philo- 
sophy and religion, from my twelfth to my twenty-sixth 
i year. 

' 3. I intend writing a description of the town and 
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parish of Cromarty, its traditional liistory and a character 
of its itilmbitants. 

' 4. I intend writing a memoir of my father's life. 

' 5. I intend writing the life of my uncle, Alexander 
Wright. 

'6. I intend making a collection of all the letters I 
have written my friends, and all I have received from 
them. 

' 7. I intend writing an essay on the Book of Psalms. 

'8. I intend writing a memoir of my friend, AVill 
Ross. 

' 9. I intend writing a memoir of my townsman, 
David Henderson. 

'10. I intend writing an essay on the doctrine of 
predestination as connected with that of faith, for the 
perusal of my friend. Will Ross. 

'11. I intend writing letters to George Corbett on 
sermon writing and sermon writers, and also a sermon 
for him on a given text. 

'12. 1 intend completing my letter to Clericus and 
writing out a fair copy of it for my friend, J. Swanson. 
I intend writing a collection of miscellaneous essays in 
the manner of the Spectator, to be entitled The Egotist. 

'\'i. I intend writing two letters descriptive of the 
Herring Fishery and containing its traditional history. 



PART THIRD. LITERATURE: POETRY. 

' 1. ] intend collecting all my Juvenile Poems into 
one volume, correcting and altering them as I see proper. 

' 2. I intend writing " The Widow of Duuskaith," a 
legendary poem. 

'3. I intend writing "The Lady of Balconie," a 
legendary poem. 
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' 4. T intend writing " The Chnpel," a descriptive 
I poem. 

' 5. I intend writing " The Leper," a sacred poem. 

' 6. I intend new-modelling and completing " An 
Hour at Eve/' a mora] poem. 

' 7. 1 intend writing an Ode to the Ness. 

' 8. I intend writing an Address to the Northern In- 
Istitiition.' 



There are several things worth noting here. Ob- 
serve, in the first place, the practical nature of the 
scheme. Our stone-mason hai? high aspirings, bnt 
he is no day-dreamer. Sketching, in the heyday of 
early manhood, the tasks of the ensuing years, he begins 
Jffith a series of nndertakings bearing directly npon the 
calling by which he is to Hve. The basis of all his 
activity is (he attainment of a comfortable livelihood and 
a creditable position as a hewer of stone. In the next 
place, his literary activity centres in himself and his 
local connections and interests. The two largest works 
which he intends to produce in prose are to be about 
limself, and it seems probable that in the series of 
'essays to be entitled The Egoiist, he would be the 
central figure. It is remarkable, in the third place, 
that we find, in this summary of Hugh Miller's in- 
tentions at the age of twenty-six, no trace of scientific 
enthusiasm, no vestige of scientific ambition. Literature, 
■and those aspects of nature which delight the poet and 
the painter, possess his heart, lie is to execute many 
drawings, but not one geological diagram. Lastly, we 
may obser\'e that, though the contrite anticipation of 
partial failure in achievement was of necessity verified, 
yet the correspondence between this chart of his voyage 
.and the course he actually pursued, was more than 
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usually close. Proof exists tbat Miller accomplished a 
large proportion of what he at this period intended to 
attempt. His autobiographical plans lUtimately took 
shape in the Schools and Schoolmasters. His letters on 
the Herring Fishery will claim our attention in the 
immediate sequel. The drawing of the old tower of 
Fairburn, which we have been able to lay before the 
reader, was probably one of several which he executed 
about this time, but which having, as I sm-mise, been 
given to friends, are lost. This drawing not only proves 
him to have possessed considerable skill as a self-taught 
draughtsman, but exhibits, in the opinion of Mr Ruskin, 
some power of composition. The problems in practical 
geometry were worked out and entered in a manuscript 
book, as proposed. His description of the town and 
parish of Cromarty was published in the Statistical 
Account of Scotland, and is a most accurate, lucid, and 
comprehensive performance. From all this we may 
conclude that Hugh Miller, instead of being, as he calls 
himself, volatile and indolent, has become a man of 
singularly calm and resolute mind. He looks habit- 
ually before and after; calculates the force at his com- 
mand ; and disposes it with strategic method for the 
conduct of life's campaign. 



CHAPTER IX. 



BlEES WOEK IN INVEHSE5S UNSCfCESSFULLY — BESOLVES TO 
PRINT niS FDEMS — MAK£3 THE ACQUAINTASCE OF MR 
CAKRITTHERS IS ASKED TO ENLIST CORHECT8 PROOF- 
SHEETS OF HIS POETRY, AND UEC1DE8 THAT IT IS POOR 
— RETAINS INFLEXIBLY HIS FIRST OPINION OF ITS MERITS, 

AND RESOL'\'ES TO CUI.TI^'ATE PROSE DEATHS OF UNCLE 

JAMES AND OF WILLIAM ROSS — DEDICATION OF HIS POEMS 
TO BW ANSON. 



THE plan of seeking work in Inverness, which he 
carried into effect in the course of the summer, had 
important consequences, but they proved to be by no 
means of the kind he anticipated. Thinking, with 
somewhat less, it must be admitted, than his usual 
shrewdness, that by demonstrating his power to write 
grainmaticaily in the poetical corner of a newspaper, he 
might obtain employment as an engraver of epitaphs, 
he wrote an Ode to the river Ness, and offered it for 
insertion in the Inverness Courier. No one trusts a 
versifying mechanic in his own art ; and the inhabitants 
of the capital of the Highlands, dowered with quite 
sufficient conceit, would have been more likely to resent 
the implication that they could not compose inscriptions 
for themselves, than to employ a stone-cutter who pro- 
posed, however melodiously, to compose inscriptions for 
them. But we need not s))eculate on the effect which 
the appearance of the Ode to the Ness in the columns of 
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the Courier might have produced in the way of 
for gravestones. The editor did not insert the 
— they are in truth uncommonly poor. Miller, how. 
ever, piqued by thtjir non-appearance, and confident in 
his poetical powers, resolved to print on liis own account^ 
and with this view made application afresh at the ol 
of the newspaper. 

He thus formed the acquaintance of Mr Robei 
Carruthei-s, then as now editor of the Inverness Courier, 
and the acquaintance ripened rapidly into a friendship 
which continued during the life of Hugh Miller. With 
that critical acumen which all the world has learned to 
acknowledge in the biographer of Pope, Mr CaiTnthers 
discerned the originality and worth of Miller, and though 
he came in the guise of a stone-mason, shy, tacitunt, 
ungainly, with a quire of rugged verses in his pocket, 
admitted him at once to the enjoyment of that equality 
and that fraternity which have from of old prevailed 
in the republic of letters. Miller had indeed made 
a notable acquisition, and he did not fail to appreciate it. 
The perfect judgment, the perfect temper, the literary 
sympathy not less intelligent than warm, the indestruct- 
ible cordiality, unchilled by forty years' editorial experi- 
ence, which have endeared Mr Carruthers to thousands 
from London to Inverness, won his confidence and his 
heart. To his dying day there was no newspaper whii 
he read with half the interest with which he hung ov4 
the Inverness Courier. 

An address to the Northern Institution, an anti- 
quarian and scientific society which had its head-quarters 
in Inverness, though couched in the pompous rhetoric 
proper to such addresses, and written out in that old 
English hand which was one of Miller's valued accom- 
oUshments, was as unsuccessful, in the light of a busiii 
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speculation, as the Ode to the Ness. The task of 
soliciting employment, directly or indirectly, thua dis- 
covered to be intolerably irksome and utterly unprofitable, 
was relinquished. lie would ask no more favours of 
any one, and ' strode along the streets, half an inch 
taller on the strength of the resolution.' Whether it 
was the defiant glance expressive of this resolution, op 
a lingering forlornneas in iiis appearance which still 
betrayed the raecbaiiic out of work, that attracted the 
attention of a recruiting sergeant, we are left to guess. 
Certain it is that he was offered the king's sbiUing on 
the streets of Inverness, and civilly dechned the same. 

Meanwhile, his poetns began to be put into his 
hands in a form which, though he probably had them 
by heart, made them nevertheless new to him, to wit, in 
print. The effect was memorable. His critical faculty 
realized with startling and painful, but quite convincing, 
vividness, that they fell far below the mark of good 
English poetry. Hugh Miller was hardly one of those 
who 'can hear their detractions and put thera to 
mending,' for his pugnacity always awoke when he was 
attacked ; but he was one of a class, perhaps still 
Bmnller, who can estimate their own performances 
with austere justice, and abide by that estimate in 
face of contera|)tuous disparagement, on the one hand, 
and the most ingenious and plausible encomiums on 
the other. The Poems written in the Leisure Hours 
of a Journeijmaii Mason met with a success which, 
had Miller been a rhyming artisan of the ordinary 
calibre, would have turned his head. Issued from 
a newspaper office in the north of Scotland, they were 
recognized as imbued with true excellence in peri- 
odicals of the first order, and by critics of culture 
d authority. The Lines to a Sundial placed in a 
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Churchyard were quoted in magazine and newspaper 
throughout the length and breadth of the United King- 
dom, and the author was assured that they displayed 
' a refinement of thought, an elegance and propriety of 
language, that would do honour to the most accomplished 
poet of the day.' Had Miller no( had the making of a 
poet in him, the like of this would have led him at 
once to exalt his horn as a prodigy of genius, too fine 
to work at his craft, who had only to put his name to 
a copy of verses to make them immortal, and whom 
the human species were bound to supply with the 
necessaries of life gratia. The plaudits profoundly 
gratified Miller, but did not move him a hair's- 
breadth from the rhadamanthine sternness of his judg- 
ment on himself, or shake in his bosom ' that serene and 
unconquerable pride which no applause, no reprobation, 
could Wind to its shortcoming or beguile of its reward.' 
The question may be gravely put, whether he did 
not err in determining, as he did, to abandon poetical 
composition and devote himself, for a time at least, to 
prose. The pieces which he printed were no doubt 
defective, and his best verse is inferior in poetical 
qualities, not only to his best, but to his second or third 
rate prose. The essential point to determine, however, 
is whether there are grounds for beheving that, if he 
had brought the whole energies of his soul to the task 
of perfecting his verse, — if he had invincibly striven to 
beat out those notes of music, delicate and strong, which 
lay deep in his nature and were never clearly articulated, 
—he would or would not have realized a higher beauty, 
and expressed a deeper truth, than he actually attained. 
It was within the capacity of Miller to produce reflective 
and descriptive poetry equal to any in the English 
language. On the other hand, he fell short both in 
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lyiica! passion and drarantic sympathy, and his imagin- 

' n, though powerful, was cold. His ear, too, may 

have been naturally better fitted to the modulation of 

prose than of verse. It is bootless to speculate on the 

I subject. The army of the Muses is like that of Gideon. 

■ All who are fearful or afraid, all who do not serve for 
life or for death, not only may, but must quit it ; and 
Miller was critic enough to know the 'intolerable severity ' 
of Apollo. Some of our most eminent writers, Mr 
Carlyle and Mr Raskin for instance, impatient of the 
deluges of mediocre poetry which flood our literary 
thoronghfares, and angry that attention should be 
^^ diverted by anything short of transcendent excellence 
^^■•ironi the wealth of choicest song with which the liter- 
^^Kflture of England is already stored, would maintain that, 
in deliberately abandoning verse, amid the acclamations 
which greeted his earliest efforts, Hugh Miller presented 

ian example which specially deserves to be followed, and 
gave one of the noblest proofs afforded by his career of 
Hterting ability and massive sense. Mrs Miller informs 
me that his relinquishment of the lyre was but provi- 
sional ; and that it was his intention to resume verse 
in a poem to be entitled ' The Leper.' It will be recol- 
lected that, among the projects which we saw him form, 
was one for the composition of a poem thus named. 
From the ideal woe of perceiving for the first time 
that he stood at an immeasurable distance below the 
great masters of English poetry, he was recalled to tlie 
hard reality of grief by the intelligence that his' Uncle 
James had died, and, on proceeding to Cromarty, in 
consequence of this intelligence, he learned that William 
Ross also was no more. Uncle James, as we well know, 
had been as a father to him ; or rather as one among 
-ten thousand fathers ; for, if the affection with which he 
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regarded his nephew was as that of a tender parent, the 
counsel, tlie example, the sympathetic forbearance; the 
just appreciation, which Miller experienced at his hands, 
were such as the fewest parents can bestow. From 
Uncle James, as by a fine moral contagion, Hugh derived 
that proud integrity, that sensitive honour, in money 
matters, which was with hira, as with Burns, a passion. 
The death of Ross, though at the moment his pre- 
occupation with grief for the loss of his vmcle prevented 
him from feeling the full force of this second blow, must 
also have touched him keenly. Among his early friends 
Swanson had his deepest respect, but the tenderest of his 
friendships was with Ross. Of him alone among his 
boyish companions did Miller speak as possessed of 
genius, and we have seen enough to prove that his esti- 
mate was not extravagant. Ross could sympathize with 
much which elicited no response from the Puritan rigour 
of Swanson, and with his delicate feeling for beauty were 
combined a feminine gentleness and depth of affection 
which greatly endeared him to Miller. The circum- 
stances of his death have a pathos deeper than the pathos 
of romance. He was living in Gliisgow, occupying the 
same rooms with a brother mechanic, when this last was 
seized with consumption. For several months he was un- 
fit to work. Ross, who had been consumptive in his most 
vigorous years and in whom the vital flame was now wan- 
ing fast, continued to toil for both, and as his fine talent, 
incomparably superior to that of the ordinary house- 
painter, enabled hira to execute work which required deli- 
cate handling rather than exertion of physical energy, he 
found remunerative employment as long as his fingers 
could hold a brush. Having thus shielded against want 
the comrade who was dying only a little faster than him- 
self, Ross beheld him sink into the grave, and, the lost 
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isk which bound him to earth accomplished, speedily 
I'foliowed. ' My hope of salvation is in the blood of 
K Jesus. Farewell, my sincerest friend.' These were the 
; words of William Ross's last letter to Miller. 
The Joumeymnn's Poems were dedicated to John 
■ Swanson, the name disguised in asterisks. In a dedi- 
Icatory epistle to his friend, written in prose. Miller de- 
I dares him to be ' the best scholar and truest philosopher 
I he ever knew,' and avows his gratitude to him for ' hav- 
I ing convinced one who possibly might have done some 
Imischief as an infidel, that the Religion of the Bible is 
iBot a cunningly devised fable.' Of his own hook, he 
f ventures to state the opinion ' that a spirit of poetry may 
be found in it, wrestling with those improprieties of 
language consequent on imperfect education, just as the 
half-formed animals of the Nile, that are warmed into 
life by the beams of the sun, struggle to free themselves 
from the mud and slime in which they are enveloped.' 
He virtually takes the blame, however, of whatever de- 
fect of education the volume may display upon himself, 
confessing that, in the present age, 'ignorance implies 
I wther want of mind than want of opportunity for culti- 
I vating the mental faculties.' True words ; and specially 
I brave and modest from the lips of a poetical mechanic. 



CH.\PTER X. 



RESUMES WORK AS A STONE-CCTTER AT CROMARTY — INTIMACY 
WITH MR STEWART THE LITEKART LION OF THE PLACE 

WRITES POR THE ' INVERNESS COURIER' — LEITEKS ON THE 

HERRIXG FISHERY EXTRAORDINARY SHOAL OF HERHCGS 

A NIOHT ON OttlLLIAM EMIGRATION OF HIOHLAKDEKS 

TO CANADA — SaENCB AT LAST, 



HAVING committed the body of Uncle James to the 
grave, and piously recorded on his tombstone that 
he had ' lived without reproach and died without fear,' 
Miller did not return to Inverness, but resumed his em- 
ployment in the churchyards of Cromarty and its 
neighijoiirhood. The publication of his poems, wliose 
authorship was well-known in the locality, was sufficient 
to make him a person of some importance in his native 
town. He associated himself with the better portion of 
its inhabitants, those who combined a moderate Uberal- 
ism of political opinion with literary or scientific tastes 
and strong religious principles. His acquaintance with 
the Rev. Mr Stewart, which had formerly been slight, 
now deepened into intimacy, and no sooner had he an 
opportunity of knowing Mr Stewart well than he con- 
ceived for him the highest esteem, and dismissed for ever 
from his mind, as the mere fruits of misunderstanding, 
what he had formerly fancied to the disadvantage of hia 
minister. Miller's profession of religion, also, was more 
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decitled than formeily, and he began to teach 'm the 
Sunday school. Hewing under sunny skies on the 
chapel brae, he often finds Mr Stewart or some intelli- 
gent friend stealing to his side to give and take an 
hour's conversation, and sometimes his visitors arc of 
the fair sex. The journeyman mason has become the 
literary lion of Cromarty. 

But ' nature's noblest gift ' to Miller, his ' grey 
goose quill/ has not been laid aside. Turning his atten- 
tion to prose, and availing himself of the columns of the 
Inverness Courier, which his friend Carruthei-s gladly 
throws open to him, he writes, in the summer of 1S29, 
five letters on the Herring Fishery, which, ' in con- 
8et|uence,' said Mr Camithers, ' of the interest they 
excited in the Northern Counties, and in justice to 
their modest and talented author,' %vere issued in pam- 
!• phlet form in September of the same year. They are 
written with much vivacity, and abound with pertinent 
remarks and fine descriptive passages. In addition to 
what he had personally witnessed in connection with the 
Herring Fishei^', Miller puts on record not a little which 
he learned from his more aged townsmen. To the latter 
is due the following graphic picture of Cromaily Bay 
when in possession of au extraordinary shoal of fish : — 

' I have heard one season spoken of as very remark- 
able from the quantity of fish on the coast. One day in 
particular, in the beginning of autumn, tlie bay of Cro- 
marty presented a scene not easy to be forgotten. The 
appearance was as if its countless waves were embodied 
into fish and birds. No fewer than seven whales, some of 
them apparently sixty feet in length, were seen within 
the short space of half a mile. When they spouted, the 
jet seemed in the rays of a noon-day sun as if speckled 
with silver, an appearance given by shoals of garves (a 
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smooth-coated pretty little fish) which they drew io with 
the water, and thus ejected. Some of the birds that 
flocked round them to pick up the small fry which were 
stranded on their backs, were hurried aloft in the jet, 
like chaff or feathers in an eddy, to the height of thirty 
or forty feet. The water round them bubbled like a 
cauldron, There were in the immense heterogeneous 
mass through which they swam, herrings, mackerel, 
sand-eels, garves, cod, porpoises, and scab.' 

The exact observation and firm grasp of detail, which 
contributed so much to make Miller a master of descrip- 
tion, are already traceable in the following account of 
the Bank of Guilliam, a noted resort of herrings in 
the Moray Frith : — ' The Moray Frith herring fishery 
commences in the middle of July, and the fish com- 
monly leave the coast in the end of August, or first 
of September. For the tirst few weeks the shoals 
are small and detached ; and the fishings dhly average 
from two to five barrels per boat. Herrings are caught 
at this early stage of the fishing on the coast of Moray, 
nearly opposite the mouth of the Spey ; but they swim 
in no determined track, — -advancing in some seasons 
through tile middle of the frith, and in others towards 
its eastern or western shores. As the season advances 
they come np higher, form into large bodies, and pursue 
a route tolerably certain. At this second stage, the 
quantity of barrels caught by each boat averages from 
eight to fourteen. The point at which the shoals unite 
is a long narrow bank which lies in the middle of the 
frith, nearly opposite the bay of Cromarty, and which 
the fishermen term Guilliam from three little conical 
hillocks, on the northern shore, so called. These hil- 
locks are situated near a deep ravine, about half a 
mile south of the little fishing town of Shandwick ; 
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and when boatmen bring them to appear as if rising 
out of the middle of the ravine, and see at the same 
time tlie GaeUc chapet of Cromarty in the Hne of 
the Inlaw, another conical hillock near the southern base 
of Ben Wyvis, — they are on the fishing ground. The 
position of the bank is also ascertained by the depth of 
the water and the nature of the bottom. The soundings 
on the north side vary from twelve to eighteen fathoms, 
on the south from twenty-five to thirty, while the depth 
of the bank does not average more than ten fathoms, 
and the bottom, which on the one side is sand, and on 
the other mud, is a hard gravel, and in some places a 
smooth level rock covered with sea-weed. The breadth 
of the ridge does not exceed half a mile, but its length 
is nearly thrice as much. A greater quantity of herrings 
have been caught on this bank than upon any other of 
equal extent on the coast of Scotland. There have been 
repeated instances of fishings prosecuted on Guiltiam, 
for the space of a whole week, at the average rate of 
eight hundred barrcls per day ; and it has become so 
famous among Moray Frith fishermen, that they are re- 
garded as meaning the same thing when they express 
their wish for a prosperous season, or for a week's fish- 
ing on Guilliam. It is sufficiently strange that several 
thousand barrels of herrings should be caught in the 

I course of a week, on a bank whose extent of surface does 
not exceed one-half of a square mile, and still more so, 
that near the close of such a week, the fish appear in as 
great a body upon it as they do at the commencement. 
When the herrings make a lodgment on Guilliam, the 
fishings are invariably good ; when, after making a short 
Btay on it, they proceed farther up the frith, the 
quantity caught is immense, and salt and cask commonly 
fail the curers before the fish leave the coast ; but when 
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the shoal quits the frith before it settles on this bonk, 
the fishing is so scanty as scarcely to cover the fisher- 
men's expenses in fitting out their boats. This, though 
not generally known, is so well understood by tliose con- 
cerned, that an intelligent fisherman could mark a chart 
of the Moray Frith with cross lines, like the index of a 
thermometer, and affix a statement of what the average 
profit or loss of the respective seasons would prpve, in 
which the fish turned and went off at the different places 
marked.' 

It was on this Bank of Guilliam that Hugh Miller 
passed a night in a herring boat ten years before 
the time at which he wrote. The letter in which his 
experiences on the occasion are recorded is the most 
carefully executed of the series, and derives additional 
interest from containing, in their original form, the ex- 
tracts from the Herring Fishery letters which he included, 
many years subsequently, in the Schools and School- 
masters. They thus enable ns to compare his descriptive 
manner in 1S29 with that which he ultimately preferred. 
Miller seems never to have been able to let a sample of his 
composition leave his hand without making it as good as, 
at the time of its quotation, he was capable of making it. 
Some may be disposed to think that in the easy and art- 
less vigour, the youthful animation and freshness, of the 
earlier style, there is something to compensate for the 
studied compactness and elaborate polish of the later. 



A NIGHT ON GUILLIAM. 



'In the latter end of August, 1819, I went out to 
the fishing then prosecuted on Guilliam in a Cromarty 
boat. The evening was remarkiibly pleasant. A low 
breeze from the west scarcely ruffled the surface of the 
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frith, which was varied in eveiy direction by unequal 
stripes and patches of a dead cahnness. The bay of 
Cromarty, burnished by the rays of the decliuing sun, 
until it glowed like a sheet of mohen fire, lay behind, 
winding in all its beauty beneath pvirple hills and jut- 
ting headlands ; while before stretched the wide extent 
of the Moray Frith, speckled with fleets of boats which 
had lately left their several ports, and were now all sail- 
ing in one direction. The point to which they were 
bound was the bank of Guilliara, which, seen from 
betwixt the Sutors, seemed to verge on the faint blue 
line of the horizon ; and the fleets which had abeady 
arrived on it, had to the naked eye the appearance of a 
little rough-edged cloud resting on tlie water. As we 
advanced, this cloud of boats grew larger and darker ; 
and soon after sunset, when the bank was scarcely a 
mile distant, it assimied the appearance of a thick leaf- 
s wood covering a low brown island. 
' The tide, before we left the shore, had risen high 
on the beach, and was now beginning to recede. Aware 
of this, we lowered sail several hundred yards to the 
Bouth of the fishing ground, and after determining the 
point from whence the cotu^e of the current would drift 
us direct over tlie bank, we took down the mast, cleared 
the hinder part of the boat, and began to cast out the 
nets. Before the Inlaw appeared in the line of the 
Gaelic chapel (the landmark by which the southernmost 
extremity of Guilliam is ascertained) the whole drift was 
thrown overboard, and made fast to the swing. Night 
came on. The sky assimied a dead and leaden hue. A 
low dtdl mist roughened the outline of the distant hills, 
and in some places blotted them out from the landscape. 
The faint breeze that had hitherto scarcely been felt, now 
roughened the water, which was of a dark blue colour . 
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approaching to black. The sounds which predominated 
were in unison with the scene. The ahnost measured 
dash of the waves against the sides of the Iwat and the 
faint rustle of the breeze were incessant ; while tlie low 
dull moan of the surf breaking on tlie distant beach, and 
the short sudden cry of an acjuatic fowl of the diving 
species, occasionally mingled with the sweet, though 
rather monotonous, notes of a Gaelic song. " It's ane 
o' the Gairloch fishermen," said our skipper; "puir folk, 
they're aye singing an' thinking o' the Hielands." 

' Our boat, as the tides were not powerful, drifted 
slowly over the bank. The buoys stretched out from 
the bows in an unbroken line. There was no sign of 
fish ; and the boatmen. aft«r spreading the sail over the 
beanis, laid themselves down on it. The scene was at 
the time so new to me, and, though of a somewhat me- 
lancholy cast, so pleasing, that I staid up, A singular 
appearance attracted my notice. " How," said I to one 
of the boatmen, who a moment before had made me an 
offer of his great-coat, " how do you account for that 
calm silvery spot on the water, which moves at such a 
rate in the line of our drift ? " He started up. A 
moment after he called on the others to rise, and then 
replied : ' That moving speck of cahn water covers a 
shoal of herrings. If it advances a hundred yards 
farther in that direction we shall have some employment 
for you." This piece of information made me regard 
the little patch, which, from the light it caught, and the 
blackness of the surromidiiig water, seemed a bright 
opening in a dark sky, with considerable interest. It 
moved onwards \vith increased velocity. It came in 
contact with the line of the drift, and three of the buoys 
immediately sunk. A few minutes were suffered to 
elapse, and we then commenced hauling. The two 
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I strongest of the crew, as is usual, were stationed at the 
Icork, the two others at the ground baiilk. My assist- 
j ance, which I readily tendered, was pronounced nnueces- 
I sarj', so I hung over the gunwale watching tlie nets as 
\ they approached the side of the boat. Tlie three first, 
I from the phosphoric light of the water, appeared as if 
\ bursting into flames of a pale green colour. The fourth 
■was still brighter, and glittered through the waves while 
it was yet several fathoms away, reminding me of an 
intensely bright sheet of the aurora borealis. As it ap- 
proached the side, the pale green of the phosphoric matter 
appeared as if mingled with large flakes of snow. It coii- 

^tauled a body of fish. " A white horse ! a white horse ! " 
flxclaimcd one of the men at the cork baulk; "lend ns a 
iaul." I immediately sprung aft, laid hold on the rope, 
and conmienced hauling. In somewhat less than half an 
hour we had all the nets on board, and rather more than 
twelve barrels of herrings. 

' The night had now become so dark, that we could 
Ificarcely discern the boats which lay within gunshot of 
I our own ; and we had no means of ascertaining the 
(osition of the bank except by sounding. The lead was 
ist, and soon after the nets shot a second time. The 
■skipper's bottle was next produced, and a dram of whisky 
snt round in a tin measure containing nearly a gill. 
fVe then folded down the sail, which had been rolled up 
Kio make way for the herrings, and were soon fast asleep. 
' Ten years have elapsed since I laid myself do^vn on 
iis couch, and I was not then so accustomed to a rough 
jed as I am now, when I can look back on my wander- 
ings as a journeyman mason over a considerable part 
of both the Lowlands and Highlands of Scotland. 
About midnight I awoke quite chill, and all over sore 
with the hard beams and sharp rivets of the boat. 
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" Welt," thonght I, " this is the tax I pay for mv curi- 
osity," I rose and crept softly over the sails to the bows, 
where I stood, and where, in the singular beauty of the 
scene, which was of a character as different from that I 
had lately witnessed as is possible to conceive. I soon 
lost all sense of every feeling that was not pleasure. 
The breeze had died into a perfect calm. The heavens 
were glowing with stars, and the sea, from the smooth- 
ness of the surface, appeared a second sky, as bright and 
starry as the other, but with this difference, that all its 
stars appeared comets. There seemed no line of division 
at the horizon, which rendered the illusion more striking. 
The distant hills appeared a chain of dark thundery 
clouds sleeping in the heavens. In short, tlie scene was 
one of the strangest I ever witnessed ; and the thoughts 
and imaginations which it suggested were of n character 
aa singular. I looked at the boat as it appeared in the 
dim light of midnight, a dark irregularly-shaped mass ; 
I gazed on the sky of stars abov^ and the sky of comets 
below, and imagined myself in the centre of space, far 
removed from the earth, and every other world, — the 
solitary inhabitant of a planetary fragment. This 
illusion, too romantic to be lasting, was dissipated by an ■ 

incident wliich convinced me that I had not yet left the 
■world. A crew of south-shore fishermen, either by 
arcident or design, had shot their nets right across those 
of (mother boat, and in disentangling them a quarrel en- 
sited, Our boat lay more than half a mile from the 
scene of contention, but I could hear, without being par- 
ticularly attentive, that on the one side there were terrible 
tlireats of violence immediate and bloody, and on the 
ntliiT, threats of the still more terrible pains and penalties 
of the law. In a few minutes, however, the entangled 
nets were freed, and the roar of altercation gradually 
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sunk into silence as dead as that which had preceded 
it. 

' An hour before sunrise, I was somewhat disheartened 
to find the view on every side bounded by a dense low 
bank of fog, whicli hung over the water, while the central 
firmaraent remained bhie and cloudless. The neighbour- 
ing boats appeared through the mist huge misshapen 
things, manned by giants. We commenced hauling, 
and found in one of the nets a small rock cod and a 
half-starved whiting, which proved the whole of our 
draught. I was informed by the fishermen, that even 
when the shoal is thickest on the Guilliam, so close does 
it keep by the bank, that not a solitary herring is to be 
caught a gunshot from the edge on either side. 

' We rowed up to the other boats, few of whom had 
been more successful in their last haul than ourselves, 
and none equally so in their first. The mist prevented 
us from ascertaining by known landmarks the position 
of the bank, which we at length (Uscovered in a manner 
that displayed much of the peculiar art of the fisherman. 
The depth of the water and the nature of the bottom, 
showed ua that it lay to the south. A faint tremulous 
heave of the sea, which was still calm, was the only re- 
maining vestige of the gale which had blown from the 
west in the early part of the night, and this heave, to- 
gether with the current, which at this stage of the flood 
Tuna in a south-western direction, served as our compass. 
We next premised how far om boat had drifted down 
the frith with the ebb-tide, and how far she had been 
carried back again by the flood. We then turned her 
bows in the line of the current, and in rather less than 
half an hour were, as the lead infonned us, on the eastern 
extremity of Gnilliam, where wo shot our nets for the 
third time. 
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i the' mist began to dissipate, aiid 



' Soon after sunrise t 
llie surface of the water to appear for miles around 
roughened as if by a smart bi-eezc, though there was not 
the slightest breath of wind at the time. " How do you 
account for that appearance ? " said I to one of the fisher- 
men. " Ah, lad, that is by no means so favourable a 
token as the one you asked me to explain last night. I 
had as Uef see the Bhodry-more." "Why, what does it 
betoken p and what is the Bkodry-more ? " " It betokens 
that the shoal have spawned, and will shortly leave the 
frith : for when the fish are sick and weighty they never 
rise to the surface in that way : — -but have you never 
heard of the Bhodry-more ? " I replied in the negative. 
"Well, but you shall." "Nay," said another of the 
crew, " leave that for our return ; do you not see the 
herrings playing by thousands round our nets, and not 
one of the buoys sinking in the water ? There is not a 
single fish swimming so low as the xipper baulks of our 
drift: — shall we not shorten the buoy ropes, and take 
off the sinkers?" This did not meet the approbation of 
the others, one of whom took up a stone, and flung it in 
the middle of the shoal. The fish immediately disap- 
peared from the sui-face for several fathoms round. 
" Ah, there they go," he exclaimed, " if they go but low 
enough ; — four years ago I startled thirty barrels of light 
fish into my drift just by throwing a stone among 
them." 

' The whole frith at this time, so far as the eye could 
reach, appeared crowded with herrings ; and its surface 
was so broken by them as to remind one of the pool of 
a waterfall. They leaped by millions a few inches into 
the air, and simk with a hollow phunping noise some- 
what resembling the dull rippling sound of a sudden 
breeze ; while to the eye there was a continual twinkling 
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which, while it mocked every effort that attempted to 
examine in detail, showed to tlie less curious glance like 
a blue robe sprinkled with silver. But it is not by such 
comparisons that so singidnr a scene is to be dtscribed 
80 as to be felt. It was one of those which tlirough tlic 
living mjTiads of creation testify of the infinite Creator. 

' About noon we hauled for the third and last time, 
and found nearly eight barrels of fish, I observed wlien 
hauling that the natural heat of the herring is scarcely 
less than that of quadrupeds or birds ; that when alive its 
sides are shaded by a beautiful crimson colour which it 
loses when dead ; and that when newly brouglit out of 
the water, it utters a sharp faint cry somewhat resem- 
bling that of a mouse. We had now twenty barrels on 
board. The easterly har, a sea breeze so called by fisher- 
men, which in the Moray Frith during the summer 
months and first month of autumn, commonly comes on 
after ten o'clock a.m., and fails at four o'clock p.m., had 
now set in. We hoisted oiu- mast aud sail, and were 
soon scudding right before it. 

' The story of the Bhodrif-more wliich I demanded of 
the skipper as soon as we had trimmed our sail, ])roved 
interesting in no common degree, and was linked with a 
great many others. The Shodri/-more * is an active mis- 
chievous fish of the whale species, which has been known 
to attack and even founder boats. About eight years ago 
very large one passed the town of Cromarty through the 
Iddle of the hay, and was seen by many of the towns- 
'IbBcs leaping out of the water in the manner of a salmon, 
folly to the height of a twat's mast. It ap[)eared about 
thirty feet in length. This animal may almost be re- 
garded as the mermaid of modem times ; for tlie fisher- 
men deem it to have fully as much of the demon as of 
Properly, perhaps, llie muBciilus wliale. 
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tlie fish. Tliere have been instances of its pm-suiiig a 
boat under sail for many miles, and even of its leaping 
over it from side to side. It appears, however, that its 
habits and appetites are unlike those of the shai'k ; and 
that the annoyance which it gives the fishermen is out of 
no desire of naaking him its prey, but &X)m its predilection 
for amusement. It seldom meddles with a boat when at 
anchor, but pursues one under sail, as a kitten would a 
rolling ball of yarn. The large physalus whale is com- 
paratively a dull sluggish animal ; occasionally, however, 
it evuices a partiality for the amusements of the Bhodry- 
more. Our skipper said, that when on the Caithness coast, 
a few years before, an enormous fish of the species kept 
direct in the wake of his boat for more than a mile, fre- 
(juently rising so near the stern as to be within reach of 
the boat-hook. He described the expression of its large 
goggle eyes as at once frightful and amusing ; and so 
graphic was his narrative that I could almost paint the 
animal stretching out for more than sixty feet behind the 
boat, with his black marble-looking skin and cliff-like 
fins. He at length grew tired of its gambols, and with 
a sharp fragment of rock struck it between the eyes. It 
sunk with a sudden plunge and did not rise for ten 
minutes after, when it appeared a full mile astern. Tliis 
narrative was but the first of I know not how many of a 
similar cast, which presented to my imagination the 
Bhodry-more whale and hunfish in every possible point 
of view. The latter, a voracious fonnidable animal of 
the shark species, frequently makes great havoc among 
the tackle with which cod and haddock are caught. 
Like the shai-k, it throws itself on its back when in the 
act of seizing its prey. The fishermen frequently see it 
lying motionless, its white belly glittering tlirough the 
water, a few fathoms from the boat's aide, employed in 
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fitripping off every fiah from tlieir hooks as the line is 
drawn over it. This formidable animal is from sis to 
ten feet in length, aud fonned like the common 
shark.' 

The letters on the Herring Fishery were fitted to 
interest many to whom the poems of the journeyman 
mason would be a sealed book. Whatever might be his 
rhyming capabilities, the Cromarty mason was clearly a 
man of sense and talent. The circle of his friends and 
admirers continued, therefore, to widen. In character 
of occasional correspondent, he contributed items of 
news and occasional articles to the Inverness Courier. 
These are admirably done, and in some of them we 
detect impressions and opinions cherished by Miller 
to the last, The following occurs in an article on 
the departure of two bnndred emigrants from Cro- 
marty for Canada:^' A few years ago we were led by 
business into the central Highlands of the north. We 
passed on a half-obliterated path through a succession 
of those wild scenes of savage sterility and rude grand- 
eur, which, if not peculiar to the Highlands of Scotland, 
only occur in countries whose high destiny it is, not to 
be conquered by a foreign enemy. They suggested to 
US a series of pleasing reflections. Abrupt, craggy hills 
separated from each other by deep gloomy ravines, 
which seemed the rents and fissures of a shattered and 
mined planet, and which varied in colour, according to 
their distance, from the faintest azure to the darkest 
purple, filled our whole space of view from the fore- 
ground to the horizon. Such, we thought, are the 
barriers which, in defiance of the armies of Rome and of 
England, maintained the spirit of freedom in this country 
during the early ages of its history, and whii^h, in 
the present times, oppose an insurmountable wall of 
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defence to tLe advances of an enemy equally potent and 
more insidious. That luxury whose waves are rolling 
over and obliterating every better trait of character 
which once distinguished the Lowland Scotch, shall find 
its boundary of shore on the skirts of these mountains. 
Nations like individuals become old, and they at length 
expire ; but though symptoms of age are apparent in the 
southern districts of the kingdom, those of the northern 
Highlands are still full of the vigour of youth ; and 
while the moralist may find reason to describe the in- 
habitants of the latter as a remnant of people happily 
preserved from the inundation which has devastated the 
plain below, the patriot may as rationally regard them as 
thews and sinews of the State, ready to be exerted in 
preserving to our otherwise enfeebled country her name 
and place among the nations. 

' These agreeable reflections were dissipated by the 
contemplation of a scene the most melancholy we ever 
witnessed. Our path lay along the brow of a hill, over- 
looking a valley that, unlike the others which we had 
previously seen, was comparatively level and of consider- 
able extent. A small stream winded through the centre, 
and on either side there were irregularly-shaped patches 
of vivid green, which were encircled by the brown heath, 
like islands by the ocean. As we advanced, we saw 
the ruins of deserted cottages, and perceived that the 
patches adjoining had once been furrowed by the plough. 
All was solitary and de&olate. Roof-trees were decay- 
ing within mouldering walls, a rank vegetation had 
covered the silent floors, and was wavering over hearths 
the fires of which had been for ever extinguished. A 
solitary Japwing was screaming over the cottages, a 
melancholy raven was croaking on a neighbouring emin- 
ence, there was the faint murmur of the stream, and the 
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low moan of the breeze, but every sound of man had 
long passed from the air, — the tones of speech and the 
voice of singing. Alas ! we exclaimed, the Highlander 
has at length been conqnercd, and the country which lie 
would have died to defend is left desolate. The track 
of an eastern army can be traced many years after its 
march by ruined villages and a depopulated country. 
Prophets have described scenes of future desolation, — 
lands once populous grown " places where no man 
dwelleth nor sou of man passcth through," and here in 
our native countiy is a scene calculated to illustrate the 
terrible threatenings of prophecy, and the sad descrip- 
tions of eastern historians.' 

Among the latest of these contributions to the 
Inverness Courier is one which, though otherwise unim- 
portant, is useful in a biographical point of view as 
helping us to trace one of the most interesting stages 
in Miller's intellectual history, the transference, namely, 
of his enthusiasm and ambition from literature to science, 
A short newspaper article on crab-fishing marks the 
point at which the stream of scientific acquirement 
which had long, with gathering volume, been flowing 
underground, rose to the surface. Miller writes as one 
who has from infancy been familiar with the natiu-al 
objects and appearances of the Cromarty beach, and 
who had not written about them sooner merely because 
it did not occur to him that they could afford occupation 
to his pen. lie does not yet adopt a scientific nomen- 
clature. But he describes natural objects with exquisite 
precision and lucidity, and dwells upon details of struct- 
ure which the mere literary sketcher or anecdotic sports- 
011 would have regarded with uidifference. He has 
■ned also to contemplate, not in vague wonder but 
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with reverent and delicate appreciation, the mystery and 
miracle of God's work in nature. * I am confident/ he 
says in concluding a description of the sea-urchin, ' that 
there is not half the ingenuity, or half the mathematical 
knowledge, displayed in the dome of St Peter's at Rome 
or St Paul's at London, that we find exhibited in the 
construction of this simple shell.' It is not without 
interest that we note a like impression made by an 
examination of the same animal upon the mind of Ed- 
ward Forbes. *The skill of the Great Architect of 
Nature,' observes that celebrated naturalist, * is not less 
displayed in the construction of a sea-urchin than in the 
building up of a world.' 



CHAPTER XL 

MILLER ADD HIS NKW FRIBNtKi — INTRODUCBD TO PHINCIPAL 
BAIRD — WILL NOT GO TO KDINBCRGH FOE THE PRESENT 

HIS POEMS DO NOT SELL — CORRESP'JNDS WITH MR ISAAC 

FOHSVrn — WILL NOT RELINQUISH LITERARY AMBITION'. 



REFERENCE has been made to the additions to the 
previously limited number of Miller's friends and 
acquaintances occasioned by the publication of his 
poems. It is in no ordiuary degree pleasing to observe 
the friendliness which he experienced from persons 
greatly his superiors in social position, and the manner 
in which that friendliness was responded to by him. 
On the one hand, there was cordiality without the 
faintest trace of the ' insolence of condescension ; ' counsel 
and furtherance of every kind to the utmost limit per- 
mitted by genuine respect, and by sympathetic apprehen- 
sion of what a sensitively proud and independent nature 
required ; unfeigned recognition of the intellectual rank 
of this artisan, and of the title it gave him to be treated 
as a gentleman. On the other hand, there was perfect 
appreciation of all this ; gratitude not for patronage to 
the mecliantc, but for fellowship and sympathy with the 
man ; independence not petulantly insisted upon, not 
obtrusively displayed, but quietly, unaffectedly, almost 
unconsciously worn as habit of soul and principle of de- 
portment, 
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Principal Baird, at this time one of tlie most eminent 
ministers of the Church of Scotland, was among the 
first to stretch out a friendly hand to the Cromarty 
poet. Miller was introduced to him in Inverness by 
Mr Camithers shortly after the appearance of the poems, 
and Baird suggested that he should draw up that 
account of his education and opinions which has been 
so frequently mentioned. The first part of the narrative 
was soon ready, and Miller despatched it, in the autumn 
of 1829, to Bau'd in Edinburgh. lie took occasion 
at the same time to thank Baird for ' the very favour- 
able critique ' on the poems which had appeared in the 
Caledonian Mercunj. The critique in question had been 
written by Dr James Brown, working editor of the 
Encydopa'dia Britannica, and Baird hastens to de- 
clare that he " had no hand whatever, directly or 
indirectly,' in its publication. ' But you say nothing,' 
adds Baird, ' in your letter as to my suggestion when at 
Inverness of giving your busy hours to your profession 
here during the ensuing winter, and your leisure hours 
to reading books, and plying yonr pen, and extending 
your acquaintance with the living as well as the dead 
world of literature.' These words occur in a letter dated 
November 24, 1829. We have Miller's reply, bearing 
date the 9th of the following December. ' From my 
engagements here and at Inverness, I cannot avail 
myself of your kind invitation to spend the winter 
at Edinburgh, but I appreciate its value and feel 
grateful for your kindness. My acquaintance with 
the dead world of literature is very imperfect, and 
it is still more so with the living ; instead, however, 
of regretting this, I think it best to congratulate myself 
on the much pleasure which from this circumstance 
there yet remains for me to enjoy. If I live eight or 
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ten years longer, and if ray taste for reading continues, 
I shall, I trust, pass through a great many paradises of 
genius. Half the creations of Scott are still before me, 
and more than half those of every other modern poet. 
But though I can appreciate the value of an opportunity 
of perusing the works of such authors, there are oppor- 
tunities of a different kind to be enjoyed in Edinburgh, 
which from a rather whimsical bent of mind I would 
value more highly. My curiosity is never more active 
than when it has the person of a great man for its object, 
nor have I felt more delight in anything whatever than 
in associating in my mind, when that curiosity waa 
gratified, my newly acquired idea of the personal 
appearance of such a man, with the ideas I had pre- 
viously entertained of his character and genius. When 
I resided in the vicinity of Edinburgh, I have sauntered 
for whole hours opposite the house of Sir Walter Scott 
in the hope of catching a glimpse of his person, and 
several times, when some tall, robust man has passed 
me in the streets, I have inquired of my companions 
whether that was not Professor Wilson. But perhaps 
I am more ambitious now than I was five years ago. 
Perhaps I would not be satisfied with merely seeing 
such men, and I am aware that i have not yet done 
anything which entitles mc to the notice of the eminent, 
though in one instance 1 have been so fortunate as to 
attain it. I must achieve at least a little of what I have 
hoped to achieve before I go to Edinburgh. But even 
this intention must not be followed up ivith too great 
eagerness. Ortogrul of Basra, after he had surveyed 
the palace of the vizir, despised the simple neatness of 
Lis own little habitation. I must be careful lest, by 
acquiring too exclusive a bent towards literary pursuits, 
I contract a distaste for tliose employments which, 
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thongh not very pleasing in themselves, are in my case 
at least intimately connected with hnppiness. I do not 
think I could he happy without being indeiK;ndent, and 
I cannot be independent except as a mechanic.' 

It is evident, from the terms in which Dr Baird 
■ refers to the suggestion made by him to Miller of 
coming to Edinburgh, that the latter slightly niisimder- 
stood its purport. The account of the interview given 
in the Schools and Schoolmusfers forces us to conclude 
that Miller supposed Baird to have advised him to 
abandon the chisel on coming to Edinburgh. 'The 
capital furnished, he said,'— the quotation is from the 
Schools and Schoolmaslers, — ' the proper field for a liter- 
ary man in Scotland. What between the employment 
fuiTiislied by the newspapers and the magazines, he was 
sure 1 would effect a lodgment and work my way up.' 
Baird's words are that the ' busy hours ' were to be 
given to the stone-cutter's profession, and the ' leisure 
hours ' to literature. Carruthcrs, too, was as prudential 
in his advice to the workman as he was ardent in his 
admiration of the poet. ' We have learned,' he said, in 
a commendatory notice of the poems, ' with much satis- 
faction that he (Miller) has confined his devotion to the 
Muses strictly to his leisure hours, — thus his industry 
in pursuing a laborious occupation has been unremit- 
ting.' The friendliness both of Dr Baird and of Mr Car- 
ruthers was too genuine to permit indulgence in the cheap 
flattery of bidding Miller abandon his trade and launch 
into the perils of a literary life; and he had the manh- 
ness and sense to appreciate their discretion while 
valuing their applause. Miller, not unnaturally, in 
writing the Schools and Schoolmasters, saw the advice of 
Baird through the colouring medium of many years of 
literary eminence. 
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Among those who interested themselves in the suc- 
cess of his first venture none were more zealous than 
Mr Isaac Forsyth of Elgin. But the efforts of Mr 
Forsyth to dispose of the copies sent him fram Inver- 
ness were vain, and that although he had ' never era- 
barked in any such concern with so much enttiusiasni, 
nor took so muck pains to secure success.' There is 
a chivalrous delicacy in Miller's reply ; he contrives to 
extract from the failure of his friend an additional 
cause for gratitude : — 

' Wheu I look back to the fate of my literary specu- 
lations with a composure approaching to indifference, I 
trust my gratitude to the gentleman who has so gener- 
ously exerted himself in striving to forward these, is not 
at alt in proportion to the success with which his exer- 
tions have been repaid. Nay, sir, I consider your claim 
on me to have gained in strength from the circumstance 
of your having encountered disappointment in my be- 
half. I trust I may affirm that nature has bestowed 
upon me a disposition which enables me to conceive of 
the sentiment conveyed ia the remarkable text, " It is 
more blessed to give than to receive j " and though for- 
tune seems to have dctcnnined that I shall be no be- 
stower of benefits, I yet know from experience what it 
is to confer an obligation, and what it is, after having 
striven to obhge, to be thwarted in the intention. In 
the one case I have derived a full compensation for what 
I bad done from that lightness of heart which accom- 
panies success, and from the consciousness that, by 
benefiting a fellow -creature, I had in some degree added 
to the sum of human happiness, But in the other I have 
felt differently. In that depression of spirit which is 
almost always a consequent nf unsuccessful exertion, I 
have looked for solace to something external ; and have 
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felt that I had a claim on the gratitude of the party in 
whose cause I had interested myself, not only for what 
1 had attempted to do, but also for what I had suffered 
from the disappointment which attended the failure.' 

So much by way of acknowledgment and consola- 
tion to Mr Porsyth ; now for the effect of his literar}'' 
failure upon himself : — 

' With respect to literary pursuits, I have every 
claim to be regarded as one of the incurables mentioned 
by Goldsmith. At tliis moment, when I can look back 
to the complete failure of my speculation, I am as de- 
termined upon improving to the utmost my ability as a 
writer as 1 could have been had the public, by buying 
my work, rendered the speculation a good one. With 
only my present ability to judge of ray own powers, the 
event can alone determine whether, when I have attained 
the art of writing, I shall succeed or fail in making my- 
self known. But could I decide whether I possess or 
be devoid of true genius, it would be an easy matter for 
me to anticipate the result. If destitute of this spirit, I 
shall certainly not rise to eminence ; for my situation in 
life is not one of those in which fortune or the influence 
of friends can supply the want of ability, or in which 
mediocrity of talent can become admirable by clothing 
itself in the spoils of learning. My education is imper- 
fect ; I cannot even subsist except by devoting seven- 
eighths of my waking hours to the avocations of a labori- 
ous profession ; and I have no claim from birth to either 
the notice of the eminent or the patronage of the influ- 
ential. But if nature has bestowed upon me that spirit 
of genius which ultimately can neither be repressed nor 
hidden, then, though fortune shoxild serve me as Jupitei 
did Briareus when he buried him under Etna, I shall 
assuredly overturn the mountain.' 
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Thomas Pringle, editor at this time of &a annual 
publication called Friendship's Offering, had seen some 
of Miller's productions, and wrote to Mr Smith, a friend 
of Mr Forsyth's, pronouncing him ' a person of no ordi- 
nary talent and character.' Mr Forsyth enclosed Pringle '3 
letter in that to which Miller is now replying, and Hugh 
proceeds, in the paragraph which follows, to comment 
upon it. ' I am acquainted with Mr Pringle as a poet, — 
and an admirable poet he is, combining in his beautiful 
pieces the simplicity of the ancient ballad with that ele- 
gance of style and delicacy of sentiment, which arc the 
characteristics of classical poetry. I shall not venture, 
however, on addressing him by letter. The friendship 
of such a man, however valuable, and however much an 
honour, would scarcely afford me the pleasure which 
ought to be derived from it unless I were conscious I 
had done something to deserve it; and at present I can 
have no such consciousness. I am as yet only a little 
fellow, and with all the jealousy of a little fellow I shall 
conceal my insignificance, — not by stalking on stilts 
into the company of the gigantic, but by immuring my- 
self in my solitude, from the loop-holes of which I shall 
peep at them as I best may ; — solicitous both to see and 
to avoid being seen.' lie next touches on his corre- I 

spondencc with Principal Baird. ' I have not of late 
^^^ heard from the Principal ; and I think I have a shrewd J 

^^H guess of the cause of his silence. In accordance to his I 

^^V advice I sent him two hundred copies of my Poems, I 

^^^ which he was to use his influence in getting sold ; but 
that influence, great as it necessarily is, has, I suspect, 
proved iusufflcicut to bring into notice a work destined 
not to be known, — perhaps not very deserving of a I 

higher destiny, — and with his characteristic benevo- I 

^^_ lence, he is unwilling to give me pain by telling me so. ■ 
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I trust, however, that I shall yet have an opportunity of 
convincing him that, though only an indifferent poet, I 
am more than a tolerable philosopher.' 

It was remotely and but for a moment that Hugh 
Miller and Thomas Pringle came into relation with 
each other, and yet it is impossible to pass on without 
saying a word of one whose poems justify Miller's fine 
and appropriate eulogy, and whose life merited eulogy 
more enthusiastic still. Scotland, among her many 
noble sons, has hardly sent into the world a nobler than 
the high-souled, brilliant Pringle. As a poet he had 
much reputation in his day, and some of his pieces me 
not likely soon to drop into oblivion. Coleridge declared 
that his stanzas, entitled A/ar in tJte Desert, are to be 
classed ' among the two or three most perfect lyric poems 
in otir language.' His Lion and Giraffe seems to be 
the original from which IVeiligrath paraplu"ased his 
universally-known Lions Ride. Nay, if one could trust 
his ear, and the general impression conveyed by the 
poems, it might be sugge.sted that the ring of Pringle's 
Lion Hunt was in the head of a greater than Freiligi'ath 
when he wTote How tJiey hrought the Good News from 
Ghent to Aix. Browning's poem is far and away the 
greater of the two, but its picturesque vividness and 
manner of poetic touch recall to my mind at least the 
earher strain : 



' Hoant — mount for the hnnting — with mualiet and spear ! 
Call onr friends to the HcM- — for the Lion is near I 
Call Arend and Ekliard and Groepe to the spoor; 
Call MUller aud Coetzer and Lucas Von Vuur. 



'Side up Eildon-Cleugh, and Wow loudly the bugle: 
Call Stinger and Allia and Diklcop and Diigal ; 
And George with the elephout-guii on his shoulder — 
In a perilous pinch none is hetter or bolder.' 
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And if all else that Pringle sang were to pass away, 
surely that one verse of his Farewell to Scotland will be 
immortal, — 

* My Dativo land, my Dative vale, 
A loDg, a last adieu, 
Farewell to bonny Teviotdale, 
And Cheviot's mountains blue/ 

But the poet Pringle yields precedence to Pringle 
the man. His very defects were those which character- 
ize heroic minds. Calculating shrewdness, caution, mer- 
cantile prudence, — all those stunted \irtues which, like 
the treasure-guarding dwarfs of mediaeval legend, keep 
the portals of worldly success, — were indeed lacking in 
his mental constitution. But what capacity of self- 
sacrifice, what chivalrous generosity, what imquenchable 
ardour of goodness, dwelt in his breast! Of all the 
voices raised on behalf of the slave, not one was more 
purely, passionately earnest than Pringle's. And not 
for the slave alone, for every hiunan being to whom he 
coidd do good, was Pringle zealous. Prom his youth 
he had experience of straitened circumstances, he knew 
the most malignant spite of foes, the bitterest apathy 
and listlessness of friend and patron, but in the heavenly 
well of that heart the wormwood and the gall were 
turned to sw^eetness. 



CHAPTER XII. 



THOUGH an interested and intelligent observer of 
tlie political occurrences of his time, and a cordial 
supporter of Catholic Emancipation, the Keforoi Bill, and 
those other measures by which the genius of liberalism 
was then putting its mark on the institutions of the 
country, Miller was never what is commonly understood 
as an ardent poHtician. One of the ideas which he 
most firmly grasped, and which had throughout his whole 
career a powerful influence on his mind, was that the share 
which the inhabitants of any particular locality can take 
in shaping the legislation or directing the policy of the 
country at large is necessarily too small to deserve their 
close and constant attention. When a great constitu- 
tional battle was to be fought — when the fate of an im- 
portant measure depended, as in the case of the Reform 
Bill, on the unanimity and vehemence of the popular 
support — he would exert himself to the utmost. But he 
held that, in ordinary times, it was business of a more 
local and less political kiud which came home to the 
bosoms of sensible men. He was keenly alive to every- 
thing which touched upon the relation in which he stood 
to hia parish minister, and became naturally the spokes- 
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man and leader of those Cromarty citizens who were, in 
matters parochial, like-minded with himself. Questions 
which, seen from this distance, may seem to be mere 
illustrations of the infinitely little, becanm topics of 
agitating concern for him, and called him, pen in hand, 
into the field of controvei-sy. 

The ' Cromarty Chapel Case ' has vanished from the 
thoughts and recollections of almost every living man, 
but, in the summer of 1S31, it was profoundly interest- 
ing to Hugh Miller. The minister of the Gaelic Chapel 
in Cromarty had petitioned the Presbytery of Chanonry, 
that he should be either assigned a parish within the 
bounds of the parish of Cromarty, or a collegiate charge 
with the Rev. Mr Stewart. By granting the petition, 
the Presbytery would have done one of two things, — 
placed all Mr Stewart's parishioners under the authority 
of the pastor to be associated with him, or disjoined 
one half of the parishioners from Mr Stewart altogether 
and handed them over to the petitioner. The latttr had 
not been in any sense chosen as their minister by Mr 
Stewart's congregation ; they had chosen Mr Stewart, 
and were exceedingly well pleased with him ; they pro- 
nounced therefore almost unanimonsly against the pro- 
posed arrangement. As the petition, in the event of its 
being pushed forward by its promoters, would ultimately 
come before the General Assembly of the Church of 
Scotland, a legal gentleman of Edinburgh was employed 
to prepare the way for its favourable reception by writing 
it up in an Edinburgh newspaper. Hugh Milter re- 
plied, as 'the representative of nearly eight hundred' 
of his fellow-parishioners. The style of his letter is cer- 
tainly equal to the grandeur of the occasion. It is 'the 
cause of civil and religious liberty ' which he advocates, 
$ud he is willing ' to dare the worst in defence of either,' 
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He concludes with a fine testimony to the merits of Mr 
Stewart. 'Permit me,' Mr Editor, 'before taking leave 
of you and tbe public, to state once more, for myseJf 
and my fownsfolks, one great cause of our hostility to 
the deprecated measure. It threatens to separate us 
from our minister. Mr Stewart was the man of our 
choice. The high cliaracter and admirable talents of 
this gentleman were alone taken into account when we 
called upon him to preside over us in spiritual things ; 
after an acquaintance with him of nearly seven years, we 
can now testify to the purity of that character, and to 
the strength and brilliancy of these talents ; much of 
our knowledge of human life and of human nature, of 
the depravity of man and of the goodness of the Al- 
mighty, has been derived from him. By means of his 
powerful discourses a beneficial impulse has been given 
to our powers of thought ; in these discourses no inapt 
images or absurd conclusions disturb the conviction that 
the doctrines of Christianity are indeed fraught with the 
■wisdom of God, and address themselves not more to the 
hearts than to the understandings of men ; but on the 
contrary, they are marked and striking examples of the 
established law of criticism and logic, that nothing but 
what is just in argument, and apt and beautiful in 
illustration, should be associated with what is morally 
good and spiritually holy.' 

This letter, signed ' One of the People,' naturally 
elicits a reply from the man of law, and, in July, 1831, 
Miller's rejoinder appears in shape of a thirty-sis page 
pamphlet. In it Miller plays to perfection the part of 
the village Junius. ' To no man will I yield, at least 
without a struggle, those rights and privileges which 
have been bequeathed to me by my ancestors, and 
which I consider it my duty, so far as my modicum of 
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power renders me accountable, to transmit uninjured to 
my countrymen of a future age.' There is one passage 
in this pamphlet which has considerable biographical 
value, as proving that Miller had already conceived that 
intense aversion for Radicalism which he continued 
throughout life to cherish. Sincere and steady as he 
was in his Whiggisra, he called himself a Whig of 1688 
rather than a Whig of 1789. ' There is a class of men,' 
— such is his deliverance on Radicalism in 1831, — 
'which in the present day infests almost every civihzed 
country of Europe. Like the desolating locusts of the 
East, the members of this class are terrible when gathered 
into multitudes, though the individuals, singly con- 
sidered, be tiny and contemptible as insects. Opposi- 
tion, either implied or direct, is their peculiar vocation. 
Though sometimes apparently united in aim, neither in 
principle nor conduct have they anything in common 
with that better tribe who are the friends and advocates 
of rational liberty. There was a happy allusion made to 
the two classes by a philosophic and honest statesman 
in his late admirable defence of a popular measure. 
He described that measure to be as a firmament which 
would separate the pure waters above from the gross 
and turbid pollution of the waters below. To the one 
class we owe the Reformation, and every right and in- 
stitution which is dear to us as people of Scotland. 
From the other have proceeded many of those terrible 
inflictions on mankind which the historian shudders to 
relate. We trace the slime of those reptiles on almost 
every dark page of the annals of modern Europe. They 
have catered for that demon of Radicalism which has 
prowled in the streets and lanes of our cities ; and 
lighted the torch of that tiend of Incendiarism which so 
lately stalked out into our fields. They are fast defacing 
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the glories of the second revolution of Fiance ; and their 
names are recorded in blood on the frightfid atrocities 
of the first. I have seen much of the peoide of this 
class in their character as individuals, and regard them 
in this character, however much I may dread them in 
the aggregate, with, I trust, a proper contempt. I have 
ever found them to be as devoid of genuine talent as of 
sterUng principle,' 

Miller takes leave of his antagonists in words which, 
when we think of his subsequeut championship of the 
Free Church, may strike us as almost prophetic. ' I 
care not though it be recorded as luy epitaph, that when 
the civil and religious rights of the people of this north- 
em parish were assailed by a hired gladiator of the law, 
I, one of that people, encountered the hireling on his 
own field, and vanqukhed him at his own weapons. For 
the future you are safe. Should I again appear on the 
rough arena of controversy, it will be when the barriers 
are encircled by a deeper hue of spectators, and to grap- 
ple with some more powerful opponent.' Could the 
strut and stare of Junius have been more felicitously 
mimicked? — The petitioners were utterly routed, and the 
rights and privileges which MUler and ins followers had 
derived from their ancestors in the parish of Cromarty 
continued unimpaired. Though Whig in his view of 
national affairs, he commonly acted in local matters with 
the Conservatives of the district. 



CHAPTER Xni. 



HISS FRASER — HER PARENTAGE, RBSIDENCB IK BDIKBHROH, 

POSITION IN CROMARTY — SOCIETY OF THE PLACE MILLER'3 

M.ANXER AND APPEAHANCE A FASCINATING COMPANION 

HE AND MISS FRASER BECOME IX>VERa OI.IMPSKS OF RO- 
MANCE METAPHYSICAI, IXJVE-MAKINO A NEW AMBITION 

AWAXES IN MILLER — FABLE OF APOLLO AND DAPHNE 
REVERSED LETTER TO MISS FRASER AND TO MRS FRASER. 

BUT there were better things to entertain Hugh Miller 
at this time than what Mr Carljle might call the 
highly iinmemorable polemics of the parish of Cromarty. 
In the summer of 1831 he first saw Misa Lydia Mac- 
kenzie Fraser. About a year before, when residing with 
relations in Surrey, this young lady had received a 
letter from her mother, in which, among other descrip- 
tive touches relating to Cromarty, occurred the follow- 
ing: — 'Yon uiay guess what are its literary pretensions 
when I tell you that from my window at this moment 
I see a stonemason engaged in building a wall. He has 
just published a volume of poems and likewise letters on 
the herring fisherj' ; — both of which I now send y 
Miss Fraaer was quick,intelligent,interested in literature ; 
this announcement naturally excited her curiosity. On 
coming to Cromarty, she did not for some time see the 
poetic stone-mason, and when she did, he was not awai-e 
that her eyes rested on hitn. She and her mother had 
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stepped in to have a look at a school recently opened on 
'the brae-head' of Cromarty, when a man entered, 
looking like a working man in his Sunday dress, who. 
as a whisper from Iier mother informed her, was Hugh 
Miller. She was struck by the deep thonghtfidness of 
his face and by the colour of his eyes, ' a deep blue 
tinged with sapphire.' The first occasion on which, for 
his part, he heard her name, and cast an attentive glance 
upon her features, was that which is described in the 
Schools and Schoohnasfers. He was talking with two ladies 
beside a sun-dial which he had set up in his uncle's 
garden, when she ' came hurriedly tripping down the 
garden-walk ' and joined the group. ' She was,' he 
adds, ' very pretty ; and though in her nineteenth year 
at the time, her light and somewhat peti/e figure, and 
the waxen cleaniess of her complexion, which resembled 
rather that of a fair child than of a grown woman, made 
her look from three to four years younger.' Evidently, 
though he saw her but for a few minutes, and did not 
exchange a word with her, she made an unusual impres- 
sion upon him. 

The probability in fact was that this young lady 
would form an important addition to the circle of his 
acquaintance, and to that of the mtellectual ' upper ten ' 
in Cromarty. Both beauty and talent had been among 
the attributes of the stock from which she sprung. The 
' lovely Barbara Hossack ' and several other women 
noted in the Highlands for their persona! attractions 
had been of her ancestry on the female side ; Provost 
Hossack of Inverness, trusted friend of President Forbes 
and honoured intercessor with the Duke of Cumberland 
for the vanquished of Culloden ; Mr Lachlan Mackenzie, 
famed Highland preacher, of whom tradition in the 
northern Scotch counties has much to report ; and the 
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Macltenzies of Redcastle, ' said to be the most ancient 
house in the north of Scotland,' had been among her 
kindred in tlie line of male descent. Her father, nota- 
bly handsome in youth, and famous in Strathnairn aa 
a dccr-stalker, entered, later in life, into business in In- 
verness, and was at firet prosperous, but, being generous 
and unsuspecting to a fault, was robbed by a clerk and 
beguiled by a relative, and at last overborne by dis- 
appointments and difficulties. 

After the death of Mr Fraser, his widow, possessing 
some small property of her own, went to live in Cro- 
marty. His daughter had been taken away by re- 
latives in Surrey when his affairs were getting into 
confusion. She had received the best education ob- 
tainable at the time by young ladies. Having resided 
in Edinbui'gh in the house of Mr George Thomson, 
the correspondent of Burns, she had had the benefit not 
only of being instructed by Edinburgh masters, but of 
being introduced to a singularly pleasant and rather dis- 
tinguished circle of society. George Thomson attracted 
to his musical parties the most skilful and enthusiastic 
votaries of Scottish music in Edinburgh. Nor were 
literature and art unrepresented at those gatherings. 
Scott himself, never out of his element when kindness 
and intclUgence ruled the hour, had appeared sometimes 
among Thomson's guests, though this was before Miss 
Fraser became an inmate of his dwelling. James Bal- 
lantyne and his brother Alexander were frequently of the 
number. James had the gift of singing 'Tullochgomm' 
with rough heartiness. Alexander was an exquisite 
violinist. Pieces from Beethoven, Mozart, and their com- 
peers, were performed at those parties, Thomson's pre- 
ference for Scottish music by no means rendering him 
insensible to the claims of other schools. Thomson of 



•76 THE JOrRyETMAK. 

Budtliiigston, who, when clear and unapproached pre- 
eminence has been allowed to Turner, must be placed 
high among the landscape painters not only of Scotland 
but of (jreat Britain, was sometimes present, attracted 
perhaps by the original portrait of Boms by Nasmyth or 
AVilkie's AiiM Robin Gray, both of which adorned George 
Thomson's drawing-room. Mrs Grant of Laggan and 
Tennant of ' Anster Fair' figured among the literary 
celebrities. 

A young lady, of great natural ability, accustomed 
to polite society in Surrey and advantageously educated 
and introduced in Edinburgh, would be likely to shine 
in the intellectual circle of Cromarty. For a very small 
town, Cromarty was happy in the quality of its in- 
habitants. The Rev. Mr Stewart was the central 
star in its social firmament, his supremacy beginning 
about this time to be disputed by Miller. Not that 
there was any thought of rivalry or of jealousy on 
either side ; they were the closest and most faithful 
friends ; but that the reputation of Miller even in its dawn 
ehot its rays to a wider horizon than had as yet been 
reached by Mr Stewart's, and that the cultm-e of the 
minister was, in all save theological reading and gram- 
matical knowledge of Greek and Latin, narrower than 
that of the parishioner. A colonel, a captain, both in- 
telligent beyond the average of their claSs, with ladies to 
match, a banker who had been an officer in the navy 
' and retained professional enthusiasm enough to make him 
; study naval history until he became a walking encyclo- 
I pa'dia of information on sea-battles, these, with a variety 
' of studious and accomplished ladies, eminent, some for 
Calviuistic metaphysics, some for geological predilections, 
made up the cluster of notabilities which circled round 
Alexander Stewart and Hugh Miller, the Duke and the 
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Goethe of this miniature Weimar. The women had their 
full share of the intelleet of the place or more. ' By 
much the greater half of the collective mind of the town/ 
says Miller in one of his letters, ' is vested iu the ladies.' 
It speaks for the sterling worth as well as the intellectual 
penetration of the Cromarty notables that they welcomed 
to a footing of perfect social equality the man who was 
to be seen any forenoon, bare-armed, dusty -visaged, 
with mallet in hand and apron in front, making his 
bread by cutting inscriptions in the churchyard. With 
Miller any intercourse but that of perfect equality would 
have been impossible. Diffident in company as he was, 
his pride was as infle.\ible as that of Bums, and, if pos- 
sible, more sensitive. The slightest trace of condescend- 
ing patronage would have driven him away, and for ever. 
The colonels and captains who were to be found in 
country towns at this period were generally men of 
the French war, men who had seen enough of life and 
action to bring out the stronger lines iu their character, 
men frank of beai-ing, direct of speech and perfectly 
brave. In the Highland towns they were likely to be 
cadets of old Highland houses. Constitutional fond- 
ness for war, concurrently with shallowness of the 
paternal purse, had led many such into the army. Pride 
as well as courage was likely to be hereditary with these 
military gentlemen, and it is, I repeat, to the credit of 
those of Cromarty that they recognized Miller for what 
he was, a man qualified to adorn and delight any circle. 
Once the singularity of admitting a stone-mason to 
social fellowship was got over, the charm of Miller's 
acquaintance would secure his footing. All who knew 
liira with any degree of intimacy have testified to the 
fascination of his presence. For women iu particular 
his manner and conversation had an exquisite charm. 
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The leonine rotighncss of his exterior, the shaggy 
hair, the strong-boned overhangiog brows, the bead 
carried far forward and shoulders bent as with brood- 
ing ihonght, the working man's gait and gesture, lent 
the enchantment of a delicate surprise to the deep 
gentleness which they disguised. Nerer was the dif- 
ference between the conventional gentleman and the tme 
gentleman, — the possibility that one may be eTeiy inch 
a tnie gentleman and yet every inch not a con%'eotional 
gentleman, — more signally illustrated than in the case of 
Miller. A fine and tender sympathy, the seal of polite- 
ness, enabled him, spontaneously, unconscioosly. to feel 
with every feeling, to think with every thought, of the 
person with whom he conversed. The faculty of skilful 
and kindly listening is rarer even than that of fluent 
and brilliant talk, and Miller had it in tine perfection. 
He Imil, however, the gift of captivating speech, as well. 
His conversation, though never voluble, impulsive, pre- 
cipitate, exhibited the action not only of a powerful but 
of an educated intellect, practised in logic and trained 
to the expert use of its linguistic instruments. He never 
was at a loss for an idea, never at a loss for a word, and 
the stores of his memory afforded him an exhaustless 
supply of illustration from what he had seen in nature 
or read in books. There was a pensiveness, also, in his 
tone, a profound sadness in his eye, a touch of egot- 
istic melancholy about him, which is a spell of absolute 
enthralraent for most women, and indeed for most men. 
' The bewitching smile,' says Mr Disraeli, ' usiiallw 
beams from the grave face. It is then irresistible.' 

Miss Fraser, as we should have expected, was na 
without admirers of the other sex at the time when 
formed the nctjuaintance of Hugh Miller. They 
k were ' younger and dressed better ' than the stone-masoj 



and had cBosen ' the liberal professions.' But no man 
has so strong an attraction for a superior girl as a man 
of brains, and Miller's seniority of ten years was in his 
favour rather than the reverse in the contest with more 
juvenile rivals. Hiss Fraser, meeting liim here and there 
in society, was interested by his conversation. On sunny 
forenoons, she might pause in her wallc to have a chat 
with hioi ill the churehyard. On which sidethe friend- 
ship first glowed into a warmer feeling need not be 
determined ; probably they became lovei-s almost simul- 
taneously ; and it is certain that tins his fii'st and last 
love took entire possession of Miller's heart. 

A number of materials, — letters of the period, me- 
moranda, note-books,^illiistrative of this part of his 
history, have come into my hands, and from these I have 
selected at my own discretion and on my own responsi- 
bility. Here is a glimpse of him from an authentic 
source, when he seems to have been already pretty far 
gone. ' One evening we (Miss Fraser and Hugh Miller) 
encountered each other by chance in a wooded path of 
the hill, above which slope a few cultivated fields skirted 
by forest. Hugh Miller prevailed on me to accompany 
him to a point which commands a fine view of the Frith 
and surrounding country. We sat down to rest at the 
edge of a pine wood in a little glade fragrant with fallen 
coaes and ankle-deep in the spiky leaves of the firs. I 
sat on the stump of a felled tree. He threw himself on 
the ground two or three yards from my feet. The sun 
was just setting, and lighted up the pillared trunks 
around with a deep copper-coloured glow. Hugh took 
out a volume of Goldsmith. When did he ever want a 
companion of that description? He read in a low voice 
the story of Edwin and Angelina. It was then I first sus- 
pected that he had a secret which he bad not revealed.' 
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"nni^ kad reacfcai tbk ratber critial postnie when 
Mn Ytma, ahmed at tbe notioa that ha dftngfater 
migbt bestow ber beart ind baod on a mecbanic, com- 
maoded that the intimacT sbooM be broken off. Tbe 
jroong lad; was disconsolate ; wept mocfa ; felt ' like a 
poor little parasite which had sncceeded in lariog bold 
of some strong and stately tree, and which a powerful 
blast bad laid prostrate in the diist.' Under these cir- 
cnmstances the following eotir from tbe same band will 
not seem surprising. 

' It was late on tbe evening of a very hot summer 
Sabbath during tbe time of interdict, that, feeling list- 
less and wear}-, 1 crept out a little to breathe the air. 
I had no intention of walking — did not even put on 
bonnet or shanl. I stole down the grassy garden path 
and listened to the murmur of the sea, whose waves 
beat on the shore at a stone's throw beyond. But the 
night was still sultry-, and I imagined that by getting to 
the top of some eminence, I might find the cooling 
breeze for which I longed. So I found myself, I scarcely 
knew how, at the ancient chapel of St Regulus. There 
the trees which line the sides of the ravine by which it 
is surrounded waved the tops of their branches, the blue 
sea looked forth between, and as the twilight gave place 
to night, the stars began to twinkle forth. I stood on 
the edge of the hUl enjoying the slight breeze and the 
soft brightness of earth and sky, when suddenly I per- 
ceived that Hugh stood beside me. He spoke of the 
sweetness of the evening, the beauty of the landscape, 
and so on ; but his speech was cold and reserved, and 
he made no allusion to our peculiar position. Possibly 
his pride was touched by it. At that very time, how- 
ever, as he afterwards told ine, he cut a notch in the 
wood of a beam which crossed the roof of his cottage for 
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every day on which we had not met. He staid but a 
short time there, leaving nic standing just where he had 
found me, but there was no notch on that day. I on 
my part knelt at a cold grave-stone and registered over 
the dead a vow, rash and fooUsh perhaps ; but it was 
kept.' 

From these suggestive glimpses, readers of imagin- 
ation and sensibility vrill gather all the information that is 
necessary upon the subject. Thia love affair was clearly 
romantic, but not the less real on that account. A 
judicious mother, reflecting probably that young ladies 
of nineteen are not likely to cease to love for being told 
to do so, removed the interdict, and, tliough marriage was 
for the present to be considered as out of the question, 
the young people were permitted to enjoy each other's 
society. 

It would be a mistake to suppose that the intel- 
lectual benefit of their intercourse was entirely on the 
side of the lady. Her mind, if not so well stored, 
BO deliberate, so patiently thoughtful, as that of her 
lover, had the piercing clearness and acuteness of good 
female intellect, and would sometimes strike direct to 
the heart of a subject when circumspect and meditative 
Hugh was gyrating round and round it. On one occa- 
sion, for example, — one, probably of many, — the pair 
had enjoyed a game of chop-logic apropos of that 
venerable problem, the origin of evil. Miller's argument, 
as placed before Miss Fi-ascr, I cannot state in his own 
words, but its substance is derivable from a letter of his 
to Miss Dunbar of Boath. ' May not evil,' suggests 
Hugh, who, however, pronounces the question, in the 
essence of it, unanswerable, ' be the shade with which 
good is contrasted that it may be known as good, the 
sickness to which it is opposed as health, the deformity 
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beside which it is shown forth as beauty ? Kay, may 
it.not be affirmed that the plan of the Deity would not 
have been a perfect one if it did not include imper- 
fection, nor a wise one if it admitted not of folly, nor a 
good one if evil did not form a part of it ? Is there 
not something hke this imphed in the remarkable text 
which informs us that the weakness of God is mightier 
than the strength of men, and his foolishness more ad- 
mirable than their wisdom?' All which plaiisible 
balancing of advantage and disadvantage. Miss IVaser 
brings front to front with the sheer mystery of pnin. 
' Allowing,' she writes, ' that the actual contrast between 
good and evil, ease and suffering, increased our value for 
the ease and the good, how reconcile nith our ideas of 
justice the fact that there are thousands boni to suffer 
continual pain and to be depraved for ever? Two 
thousand gladiators once lay expiring in the Roman 
Amphitheatre, but does it reconcile us to the fact that 
hundreds of thousands of spectators were delighted with 
the scene?' This metaphysician, for all her petUe 
figure, waxen clearness of complexion, and childlike 
appearance, has not, to my knowledge, received a satis- 
factory answer to her question either from Hugh Miller 
or any one else. Such a lady-love was capable of 
furnishing inteUcetual diamond dust of very superior 
quality for the sharpening of a man's wits. 

Miss Fraser's intercourse with Miller,— the relation in 
which he was now placed with her, — was beneficial to 
him in another way. It broke up the theory of life 
which he had formed for himself, and replaced it by one 
of a more masculine character. Profoundly imbued as 
he was with the ambition of self-culture, and loving 
praise with the ardour of a born literary n:an, he was 
nevertheless firmly persuaded that, in the rank of mason. 
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in the town of Cromarty, he could enjoy as much hap- 
piness as it was possible for him to enjoy on earth. A 
wife, he thought, he could dispense with ; no passion 
except the passions of the mind had ever seriously 
moved him ; and though he took special delight in con- 
versation with clever women, he could have that con- 
versation without marriage. He would ply the mallet 
in the summer days ; he would owe no man a sixpence ; 
he would read his favourite books in the evenings of 
June and the short days of December ; he would train 
himself to ever-increasing vigour and grace of style, and 
would write with the fresh enthusiasm of one for whom 
literature was its own reward. Thus was he contented 
to hve and to die ; the world, it was his inflexible con- 
viction, had nothing better than this to offer him. 
If the question were simply of more or less happiness, it 
would be difficult to prove that in all this he was wrong. 
The quality, however, of the happiness would not have 
been the highest, and he might have awakened from his 
idyll of intellectual luxury to the consciousness that, in 
evading the pains of action, he had missed the sternest 
but the noblest joys of life. When Miss Eraser taught 
him to understand the love-poetry of Burns, as he ex- 
pressly says she did, he bade adieu for ever, though not 
without a sigh, to the tranquil hopes which had hitherto 
inspired him. He told Miss Fra.ser that she had spoiled 
a good philosopher, and it was with no exultation, 
though with calm and fixed resolution, that he fcit the 
spirit of the philosophic recluse die within him and the 
spirit of the man arise. The classic fable was reversed. 
Daphne overtook and disenchanted her lover. Milter 
awoke from the dream which was stealing over him ; the 
roots which had already struck deep into his native soil, 
and which promised to bind him down to a mild tree- 
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like existence on the hill of Cromarty, were snapped 
asunder; a stronger circulation swept in fierce thrills 
along his reins; and with new hope, new ambition, 
new aspiration, he girded up his loins for the rare of 
life. Hitherto, 'he professed jast what he felt, to be 
content with a table, a chair, and a pot, with a tittle fire 
in his grate and a little meat to cook on it.' He pro- 
fessed such contentment no longer ; for himself he could 
have lived and died a working man, but he could not 
endure the idea of his wife being in any rank save that 
of a lady. 

Habitually self-conscious, observant of every event 
in his mental history. Miller did not fail to mark the 
change which had passed over him. In a letter written 
in the summer of 1S34 he describes it, with grace, 
naivetij, and lightness of touch, to her who was its cause. 
The first part of the letter is unimportant, but it may as 
well be inserted for the illustration it affords of his 
simple and pleasurable mode of Ufe in Cromarty at this 
period. 

' Cromarty, Wednesday, 12 o'clock. 

' I am afraid you are still unwell. Your window 
was shut till near ten this morning, and as I saw no light 
from it last evening, I must conclude you went early to 
bed. How very inefficient, my L — , are the friendships 
of earth ! My heart is bound up in you, and yet I can 
only wish and regret, and,— yes, pray. Well, that is 
something. I cannot regulate your pulses, uor dissipate 
your pains, nor give elasticity to your spirits ; but I 
can implore on your behalf the great Being who can. 
AVould that both for your sake and my own my prayers 
had the efficacy of those described by simple-hearted 
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James ! * They are sincere, my L — , wlien you form the 
burden of them, but they are not the prayers of the 

righteous 

' My mother, as you are aware, has a very small 
garden behind her house. It has produced this season 
one of the most gigantic thistles of the kind which 
gardeners term the Scotch, that 1 ever yet saw. The 
height is fully nine feet, the average breadth nearly 
five. Some eight years ago I intended building a Uttlc 
house for myself in this garden. I was to cover it 
outside with ivy, and to line it inside with books ; and 
here was I to read and write and think all my life long 
— not altogether so independent of the world as 
Diogenes in his tub, or the savage in the recesses of 
the forest, but quite as much as is possible for man in 
his social state. Here was I to attain to wealth not by 
increasing my goods, but by moderating my desires. 

I Of the thirst after wealth I had none, — I could live ou 
half-a-crown per week and be content ; nor yet was I 
desirous of power, — I sought not to be any man's 
master, and I had spirit enough to preserve me from 
being any man's slave. I had no heart to oppress ; — 
why wish, then, for the seat or the power of the op- 
pressor? — I had no dread of being subjected to op- 
pression ; — did the proudest or the loftiest dare infringe 
on my rights as a man, there might be disclosed to him, 
perchance, 
E, 
m< 



" Through peril and alarm 
The might that slumber'd in a peasant's arm." 

Even for fame itself 1 had no very exciting desire, If I 
met with it in quest of amusement, well ; if not, I 

' The effectual, fervent prayer of a rigliteoua man araileth mnch," 
Jnmes V, IG. 
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ooold be happy enougb witboat it. So raoch for the 
great disturbers of human life — avarice and ambition, 
and the thirst of praise. My desires were not tall 
enough to pcDetrate into those upper regions which they 
haunt ; — I was too low for theai, and for the inferior 
petty disturbers of men's happiness I was as certainty 
too high. Love, for instance, I could have nothing to 
fear from. I knew myself to be naturally of a cool 
temperament ;— and, then, were not my attachments to 
my friends so many safety-valves ! Besides, no woman 
of taste could ever love rae, for 1 was ugly and awkward ; 
and as 1 could love only a woman of taste, and could 
never submit to woo one to whom 1 was indifferent, my 
being ugly and awkward was as an iron wall to me. 
No, no, I had nothing to fear from love.— My own dear 
L — , only see bow much good philosophy you have 
spoiled. I am not now indifferent to wealth or power 
or place in the world's eye. 1 would faiu be rich, that 
I might render you comfortable ; powerful, that 1 might 
raise you to those high places of society which you are 
so fitted to adorn ; celebrated, that the world might 
justify your choice. I never think now of building the 
little house or of being happiest in solitude ; and if my 
life is to be one of celibacy, it must be one of sorrow 
also, — of heart-wasting sorrow for — but I must not 
think of that.' 

One other letter upon this subject we must not omit. 
It was addressed by Miller to Mrs Eraser. 

'Cromarty, Nov. 2, 1833. 

'My dear Madam, 

' I trust ingratitude is not among the nimiber 
of my faults. But how render apparent the sense I 
entertain of your kindness in so warmly interesting 
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yourself in my welfare? Jiist by laying my whole 
mind open before you. Two years ago there was not a 
less ambitious or more contented sort of person than 
myself in the whole kingdom. I knew happiness to be 
altogether independent of externa! cii-cumstflnces ; I 
more than knew it, — I felt it. My days passed on in a 
fpiiet, even tenor; and though poor, and little known, 
and bound doivn to a life of labour, I could yet anticipate, 
without one sad feeling, that in all these respects my 
future life was to resemble the past. Why should 1 
regret my poverty? I was Independent, in debt to no 
one, and in possession of all I had been aceuatnmed to 
regard as the necessaries of life. Why sigh over mv 
obsau^ity ? My lot was that of the thousands around 
me ; and, besides, was I not born to an immortality too 
sublime to borrow any of its grandeur or importance 
frem the mock unmortality of fame ? Why repine be- 
cause my life was to be one of continual labour ? I had 
acquired habits of industry, and had learned froui expe- 
rience that, if laboiu" be indeed a curse, the cnrse of 
indolence is by far the weightier of the two. It will 
not surprise you, my dear madam, that, entertaining 
such sentiments, I should have used no exertions, and 
expressed no wish, to quit my obscure sphere of life for 
a higher. Why should I ? I carried my happiness 
about with me, and was independent of eveiy external 
circumstance. 

' I shall not- say that I still continue to think and 
feel after this manner, for, though quite the same sort of 
man at present that I was then, I have, perhaps, ascer- 
tained that ray happiness does not now centre so ex- 
clusively in myself. To you, I dare say, I need not he 
more explicit. But though, in consequence of this i" 
covery, I have become somewhat solicitous, perhapi 
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THE quiet of iutellectual luxury ami philosophical 
contentment broken up by the agitation of a more 
genially inspiring hope, — the pride of the stone-mason 
who has been accepted as lover by a lady forbidding 
him to place her in any position in which the world 
might fail to recognize her for what she was, — Miller 
now looked anxiously round hira for some means of 
bettering his social status. He often thought of the 
backwoods of America, but though the project of emi- 
gration may have had some charms for his fancy, it 
never laid hold on his heart. He may have seen himself 
with the mind's eye, a brawny pioneer of civilisation, 
making clear with stalwart arm and glowing forehead a 
space in the primeval forest, to be occupied with field 
and garden and homestead, and at moments there may 
have been fasi;uiation in the view ; but his affections were 
anchored in Scotland. His favourite idea, therefore, as 
we saw in the preceding letter, was that he might under- 
take the editorship of a Scottish newspaper. Some offer 
of the kin^ reached him from Inverness, but he did not 
consider it eligible. He shrank from the risk of depend- 
ing for a livelihood upon promiscuous contribution to pe- 
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riodicals, and had the shrewdness to be aware that, nei- 
ther by his poems nor by his letters on the herring fishery, 
had he attained celebrity enough to command for his pro- 
ductions a ready sale and a high price in the market of cur- 
rent literature. His disposition was at all times the reverse 
of sanguine, and the largest and most radiant possibility 
had a less attraction for him than a very small certainty. 
For the present, therefore, he determined to watch 
and wait, concentrating his efforts on the improvement 
of his prose style, and preparing a prose work which 
might conclusively scale for him the heights of hterary 
distinction. Soon after the appearance of his poems, 
we find him at work on a traditional history of his native 
parish, and, at the time when his engagement with Miss 
Fraser commenced, he had composed enough to fill a 
goodly volume. To remove its blemishes, heighten its 
beauties, and procure its publication, were for several 
years his chief endeavours. Against publishing by sub- 
Bcription he had objections which were, for a long time, 
invincible. The stubborn independence of his nature, 
the profound contempt with which he looked upon 
those mendicant friars of literature who, incompetent to 
succeed as mechanics and failing to sell their manuscripts 
to booksellers, hawk subscription-lists about country 
districts, and make beggary more hideous by conceit and 
affectation, and the dainty esclusiveness of his appetite 
for fame, loathing the very idea of a reputation he did 
not owe to his unaided efforts, all combined to dissuade 
him from this mode of publication. 

Ultimately he gave way on the point, influenced by 
satisfactory reasons of which we shall heijr ; but the 
difficulty was evidently unresolved at the time when 
Miss Fraser addressed to him the following note. Its 
precise date has not been preserved, but I take it to 
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hare been written in ISiS. 'Toa are in dtfficaltr 
abodC the piiathig of joar book, snd I might reader 
roa some assistaiiee. Con I help, at I«ttst, saHsfrin? 
mtrsdf whetfaer or not it be in mr power ? I have a 
Ettle board of aumer about forty pounds) which I mav 
pnt in trakets or in the fir^, and no one know anything 
tX the mittef. Will yon not let me put it to a nobler 

use? Dear Hugh, do not refuse me; if it 

wHl pain too to fancy yourself indebted to me, make 
it a loon. I shall indeed receive my own with usaiy 
when it shall have been of service to you.' To which 
the reply was decisive and, I have no doubt, prompt. 
' Not all that indastn' ever accumulated could impart to 
me so exqtiisite a feeling as your kind and generous 
offer. My heart still throbs when I think of it, and vet 
dnring the greater part of last night — for I have not slept 
for two hours together — I could think of nothing else. 
Could I avail myself of it, however, I would but ill de- 
serve the affection which has prompted it God 

bless and reward you ; everj- new trait I discover in 

■ your character, while it draws me closer to you, shows 
me how ill I deserve yon.' 
Miss Fraser, with a \iew to assisting her mother and 
finding a channel for her own energies, taught a class of 
young ladies. In the eyes of these, Hugh Miller, whose 

I relation with their mistress they knew, was naturally a 
person of importance, and when they had an)-thing to 
coax out of her, they thought it good poliny to apply to 
him. Little children, sweet-tempered women, light- 
hearted, laughing girls — all gentle and innocent creatures 
— loved and trusted this man, and ' found their comfort 
In his face.' The old Scottish customs of Hallouet;ri, 
immortalized by Burns, had not yet become obsolete in 
Cromarty, and Miss Fraser's pupils were disposed to 
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celebrate their Halloween in the room usually devoted to 
study. Mias Fraser's consent was required, and one 
day, when Hugh was at work in the churchyard, he was 
' waited upon by a deputation ' of the girls with a re- 
quest to write a petition for them. lie complied. 

' To Miss Fraser, the humble petition of her attached 
and grateful pupils, 

' Sheweth, 

'TLat your petitioners had great-grandmothers who 
were young unmarned women about the beginning of 
the last century. Like most young women of our own 
day, they were all exceedingly anxious to know what 
sort of husbands they were to have, or whether they 
were to have any husbands at all. And that they might 
satisfy themselves on this important matter, they burnt 
nuts and ate apples every Halloween, and with such 
singular success that they all lived to see themselves 
married — married, too, to men who had the honour of 
being the great-grandfathers of your humble petitioners. 

' That your petitioners have therefore acquired a 
profound, respect for the ancient and laudable practice of 
burning nuts and eating apples. They are desirous, too, 
to have a peep into the future, not only for the sake of 
their grandmothers, but also for their own, being not a 
little solicitous, as every Halloween for the last five years 
has given them a new set of husbands, to aseertaiu the 
exact number which is to fall to the share of each. 

' That your petitioners deem Happiness a very ex- 
cellent sort of lady, and know many wiser women than 
themselves who are of the same opinion. There is 
that in her character which makes people regard even 
the places in which she has visited them with feelings 
similar to those which incited the old Greeks and Ro- 
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marjf^ of our storv-lxioks to raise temples isd &hars on 
the bill-tops on which their gods had alighted. Xoir it 
so happens that tout petitioners hare sent her a card of 
invitation for next Halloween to share with them in their 
nuts and apples, and she is to be with them without 
fail. And thev would fain meet with her on this oc- 
casion in that apartment in which their dear mistress 
has done so much to render them wiser and better. For 
00 sincerely do thev love it that thev are desirous of 
loving it more, and this bv rendering it a scene of 
splendid hop^, rich promises, and good fun — ^by associ- 
ating with it recollections not of long lessons or false 
grammar, but of fine husbands, gilt coaches, nuts, gin- 
gerbread, and apples. 

* May it therefore please you to grant to your humble 
petitioners full possession, during the coming night 
of fun and prediction, of that interesting apartment in 
which you have so often imparted to your petitioners 
more of good than they have been all fully able to carry 
away. As you have already so liberally given to them 
of the kernel, may it now please you to add the shell. — 
And your attached and grateful petitioners shall in 
return sacrifice an entire egg to your happiness and 
prosperity/ 

The ])etition was successful. 

One thing is clear ; Hugh Miller's existence at this 
time was bright and cheerful. At peace with himself 
and, if w^e except a fierce Cromarty Radical or two, 
with all the world ; exempt from every care which gnaws 
the human heart ; happy in friendship, happy in love ; 
hope and ambition touching his horizon with bright 
auroral hues but not inflaming him with any fever- 
ish heat; he was indeed most fortunate. For events, 
there were occasional trips to Inverness, fishing excur- 
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sions to the rocks, exploring rambles on the shore, pic- 
nics to the Bum of Eatbie. All the time, he was pur- 
suing his enterprise of self-culture with the steady 
enthusiasm of a Goethe, lie never wrote a letter or 
penned a paragraph for the Inverness Courier without 
striving to make it a means of impi-oving himself in 
composition. He grudged no toil in writing and re- 
writing his Traditions, resolutely hent upon bringing 
them, in style, thought, and interest, to his high standard. 
It need not seriously qualify our estimate of his 
felicity to know that the business of getting his volume 
into print proved for him, as it has proved for so many 
authors, a business of difficulty. Sir Thomas Dick 
Lauder — known to literature by his novel. The Wolf of 
Bofknoch, and to science by his account of the great 
Morayshire floods and dissertation on the parallel roads 
of Glen Roy— had formed a high opinion'of the Cromarty 
poet's capacity, and exerted himself to procure the pub- 
lication of his book. Sir Thomas submitted the manu- 
script to an Edinburgh critic, an expert, it appeal's, in 
the tasting department of the literary guild, whom he 
describes as 'one of the first literary judges of the day.' 
The response was more flattering than satisfactory. ' I 
do not,' wrote this minister of fate, ' pretend to have 
read the whole with much care ; but I have read quite 
enough to impress me with a decided opinion of his 
[Miller's] very extraordinary powers as a prose writer.' 
There is, however, an objection to the history, to wit, 
'its great lengthiness ; ' and though the great man 
repeats his conviction that Mr Miller is ' a very extra- 
ordinary person,' he doea not say that he will recora' 
mend any of the purveyoi-s of literary viands whom he 
professionally advises to place it on their bill of fare. 
Messrs Oliver and Boyd and Mr Andrew Shortrede, to 
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whom respectively the vohinie is offered, are almost 
equally comphmeiitary and equally tantalizing. Mr 
Miller's manner of treating his subject 'does him great 
credit.' It is difficult to say what will succeed, but ' as 
easy as ever to say what ought to succeed, and under 
this class no one can hesitate to rank the Traditional 
History of Cromarty,' But 'the work would require 
considerable pruning to suit the public taste,' and, on 
the whole, ' we regret that we cannot avail ourselves of 
your kind offer.' Mr Shortrede would ' risk the print- 
ing,' if any one would ' venture the other expenses ; ' 
but farther than this not even Mr Shortrede, though he 
evidently hankers after the thing, will go. lie proposes 
to forward the MS. to his London correspondent ' to 
ascertain his opinion ' before returning it. Sir Thomas, 
who felt that he 'had no chance with Black, Cadell,' or 
other publishers, apprized Miller of his want of success, 
trying to put the discouraging tale as tenderly as 
possible. 'The difficulty,' he said, 'of getting out a 
litcrarij work at present is immense. I have never beeu 
able to get my first volume of Legends lainichcd, and I 
now begin to despair of doing so.' In short, our 
aspiring Ixion cannot have the real Juno, but here is a 
cloud, as like her in form and colour as a cloud can 
possibly be, and he is most civilly invited to derive what 
satisfaction he can from embracing it. 

Sir Thomas's note is dated 14th October, 1833; 
Miller replies on the 18th of the same month. He is 
disposed to make as much of the cloud a.s is feasible, 
but sees well that it is a cloud after nil. 



'Honoured Sir, 

' I little thought, when writing you last spring, 
of the world of trouble to which my request and your 
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own goodness were to subject you ; — had I bat dreamed 
of it I would not uow, jierhaps, be possessed of your 
truly valuable opinion of my MS. ; an opinion whicii 
has giveu me more pleasure than I dare venture fully to 
express, I set myself down in my obscure solitudes to 
seek amusement in making rude pictures of my homely 
ancestors and the scenes of humble life by which I am 
surrounded, and find that my careless sketches have 
elicited the praise of a master. 

' In a work composed as mine has been and on such 
a subject, by a person, too, so unacquainted with the 
taste of the public and the present aspect of the literary 
world, what wonder that there should be a good deal 
which would be perhaps better away ? The circum- 
stances which have barred upon me those magazines of 
thought which constitute the learning of the age have 
prevented me from accjuiring its manners or becoming 
familiar with its tastes. And yet, as it was probably 
these verj' circumstances which led me to think on most 
subjects for myself, I must just bear with the mis- 
fortime of being uncouth and tedious in some of my 
pages for the sake of being a little original in the 
rest. . . . Some of my dissertations, too, are, I sus- 
pect, sad leaden things, though they amused nie not a 
little in the casHnjj; and some of my minor traditions, 
though recommended to me by my townsfolks, are, I 
am aware, like reptiles in a bottle of spirits, hardly 
worth the liquid which preserves them. . . , Some of 
my acquaintance here, who seem much more anxious to 
see my history in print than I am myself, are urging me 
to publish by subscription ; and this they assure nie I 
could accomplish through the medium of my friends 
without the meanness of personal solicitation, or indeed 
without meaimess of any kind ; but 1 am still averse t& . 
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the method, and at uny rate will not determine with 
regard to it until my MS. has been submitted to Mr 
Shortrede's correspondent. Even should his opinion be 
an unfavourable one, and the demier scheme prove un- 
favourable too, still my fate as a writer shall not, I trust, 
be decided by that of my Traditions. The same cast of 
mind which has enabled me to overcome not a few of 
the obstacles which ray place in society and an imper- 
fect education have conspired to cast in my way, and 
this too at a time when the approval of such men as the 
gentleman whom I have now the honour of addressing 
was a meed beyond the reach of even my fondest 
anticipations, shall, I trust, enable me to persist in im- 
proving to the utmost the powers which I natumlly 
possess. And should I fail at last, it will assuredly be 
less my fault than ray misfortune. 

' I am wholly unable to express the sense I entertain 
of your goodness, but believe, honoured sir, that I can 
feel and appreciate it. My days are passing quietly 
and not unhappily among friends to whom I am sin- 
cerely attached, and by whom I know myself to be 
regarded with a similar feeling ; and though that de- 
pression which affects the trade of the whole countrj' 
hears so low that it has reached even me, I can live on 
the little which I earn and am content. Still, however, 
I indulge in hopes and expectations which I would ill 
like to forego, — hopes perhaps of being somewhat less 
obscure, and somewhat abler to assist such of my re- 
latives as are poorer than even myself;- — -but the future 
belongs to God. Winter, my season of leisure, is fast 
approaching, and should I live to see its close I shall 
probably find myself ten or twelve chapters deep in the 
second volume of my Traditions, maugre the untoward 
destinies of the first.' 
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The reference to Mr Shortrede's Loniloii correspond- 
ent was unavailing. Nothing remained but to fall 
back upon the scheme of pubHcation by subscnption. 
' I stated,' he writes to Sir Thomas Dick Lauder in 
June, 1834, 'when I had last the honour of addressing 
you, that some of my townspeople and acquaintance 
seemed to be more anxious to see my history in print 
than I was myself, and that they were urging me to 
publish it by subscription. It is not difficult to be 
persuaded to what one half-inclines ; — my chief objection 
to the scheme arose out of a dread of subjecting myself 
to a charge of meanness by teasing the public into an 
unfair bargain, — giving it a bad book, and pocketing 
money not counterfeit in return. But 1 am assured 
that the book is not bad, and that there would therefore 
be nothing mean or unfair in the transaction ; and the 
partiaHty for one's own performances, so natural to the 
poor author, has rendered the argument a convincing 
one. I publish therefore by subscription so soon aa 
300 subscribers at 8s. can be procured ; — pecuniary 
advantage forms no part of my scheme ; and though 
not very sanguine, I trust I shall succeed. ... If ever 
my Traditions get abroad I find they \rill be all the 
better for having stayed so long at home. Since send- 
ing you my MS. I have thought of alterations which 
will materially improve some of the chapters.' 

The subscription scheme was attended with com- 
plete success. Miller's townsmen and friends exerted 
themselves strenuously in his behalf, and in due time 
his book saw the light. But we must not anticipate. 

His correspondence, while these negotiations on 
the subject of his volume were in progress, had been 
copious, and some portion of it must be laid before 
the reader. No fiulher introduction is required to 
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tbe following selection from bis letters of the period 
addressed to Miss Fraser. Whenever Miller left 
Cromarty, whether for Inverness or elsewhere, he com- 
menced writing to Miss Fraser, and seems to Hbtc 
earned a pen and ink-horn along with him, so that he 
might put his impressions into black and white for con- 
veyance to his mistress at every resting-place on tbe way. 

' InvemeM, 10 o'clock at night. 

' Your criticisms, my Lydia, came rather late, but 
when I receive ray proof-sbeets I shall bring tbem you that 
we may talk over them. You are a skilful grammarian, 
but in some points we shall differ, — you know we cau 
differ and yet be very excellent friends. I might trv' 
long enough ere I could find a mistress so fitted to be 
useful to me ; — so little of a blue-stocking and yet so 
knowing in composition. I am glad you are better, and 
that you slept so well last night, even though your 
slumber abridged your letter. I saw you to-day as I 
passed your mother's. Y^ou were standing in the door 
with a lady, and looked, I thought, very pale. O my 
own Lydia, be careful of yourself. Take little thought 
and much exercise. Read for amusement only. Set 
yourself to make a collection of shells, or butterflies, or 
plants. Do anything that will have interest enough to 
amuse you without requiring so much attention as to 
fatigue, I was sadly annoyed in tbe steam-boat to-night 
by a sort of preaching man, — one M — , a Baptist. He 
lias little sense and no manners, and his religion seems 
to consist in finding fault. Of all nonsense, my Lydia, 
religious nonsense is the worst ; of all uncharitableness, 
that of the sectary is the bitterest. We too often speak 
of intolerance as peculiar to classes who chance to have 
the power of exercising it, — as inseparably connected 



LETTERS TO MISS ERASER. 301 

with Church establishments and a beneficed clergy ; — 
but it is not with circumstances or situations that it is 
connected, it is with inferior natures, — it is with bad 
nieu. The proud heart-swollen Churchman who con- 
demns heretics to the flames of this world, and the ran- 
corous heresiarch, his opponent, who can only threaten 
them with the flames of the next, possess it in an equal 
degree. Nay, it may rage in the breast of the Dissenter 
and find no place in that of the Churchman. I saw as 
much of it in M — to-night (and yet no man could 
denounce it more earnestly) as might serve a Grand 
Inquisitor. I liad no dispute with him, as I saw it would 
be an easier task to find hira argumenfthan comprehen- 

I sion ; — besides, I wished to see the fellow, horns and all ; 

L and had I touched hira he might have drawn in the latter. 
Good-night, my Lydia; these are common-place remarks, 
but they have an important bearing on the present 
time. A persecuting, intolerant spirit directed against 
our national Church animates the great body of our 
Dissenters, and there cannot be a fairer specimen of the 

I more active of the class than M — . Good-night :— fine 

I thing to be able to write to one's friends. 



'Thnrsday moruing, Im 

' I have been walking about the streets for an hour, 

I looking at people's heads and faces, and at the book- 

1 Bellcrs' windows. I wish I knew the house you were 

I bom in ; I would pay ray respects to it with a great 

deal more devotional sincerity than some pilgrims feel 

when kneehng before the Virgin's house at Loretto. I 

have been walking in the suburbs ; — it is still too early 

to call on any of ray acquaintance. You Httle know, my 

L lassie, how covetous I have become. I have hardly in 

■ the course of my walk seen a suug little house with 
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woodbine on the walls and a garden in front witliout 
half ejaculating, " Here with my Lydia, and with a very 
little of thftt wealth which thousands know not how to 
employ, I could be happy." Well, though not born to 
riches, I have been born to what riches cannot purchase, 
—to the possession of an expansive heart that can be 
sincerely attached, and happy in its attachment, and to 
the love, the pure, disinterested, unselfish love, of a 
talented and lovely woman. 

' Drynio Fann, Friday morning, 
' After leaving Mr Sutor, I called at the Courier office. 
Mr Carruthers himself had not yet come in, and in the 
interim I took a stroll with the head printer of the 
establishment, to the building now erecting on the 
Castle Hill, where I saw more than twenty masons, but 
knew only two of the squad. Ten years, and so long 
is it since I wrought at any public work, have well nigh 
worn out my acquaintance with my brethren of the 
mallet ; but many of them in this part of the country 
who do not know me personally have a kind of favour 
for me as one who does them no discredit ; and I saw 
some of them whom I had been pointed out to (do smile 
at my vanity !) looking at me with something like com- 
placency. Masons are in general rough-looking fellows, 
and their occupation is dusty and toilsome, but I know not 
a manlier'ora better suited to exemplify Bacon's remark 
on laborious as opposed to sedentary employments. 

' Ou my return I saw Mr Carruthers. He was very 
kind, and showed me his library, and kindly offered me 
the loan of any of his books. I saw with him a fine, shall 
I say affecting, print of Covvper. It bore in the fixed 
lines of the face the marks of a vigorous intellect and a 
fine playful wit, but oh the expression of withering 
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Wight and hopeless despondency that rested on the 
features ! There was sadness in the beautii'ul eye and 
OQ the expansive forehead, a sadness which the voice 
of friendship or of fame, or the bright rays of genius, 
vainly strove to dissipate ; and the meek firmness of the 
lips was a firmness which seemed to contend with agony. 
I could almost cry as I contemplated it.' 

' Grey Caim, lialf-poBt three o'clock. 
' Here, my own Lydia, have I sitten down to write 
you after a rather smart walk of about eleven miles ; 
and my first thought is of you. Have you ever visited 
the grey caim, or surveyed the bleak barren moor that 
spreads around it ? It towers high and shapeless 
around me, grey with the moss and Hchens of forgotten 
ages, — a mound striding across the stream of centuries, 
to connect the past with the present, — a voucher to 
attest the truth of events long forgotten, — a memorial 
carved over by the fingers of fancy with a wild imagin- 
ative poetry. How very poetical savage life appears 
when viewed through the dim vista of time 1 The 
eavages of the present day we regard as a sqimHd, lany, 
cnicl race of animals, — disgusting mixtures of the wolf, 
the fox, and the hog, who live and love and fight, not 
with the wisdom, gallantry, courage of men, but with 
the craft, the brutality, the ferocity of wild beasts. 
Not such the sentiment when we look through the 
clouded avenne of the past on the deeds and habits of 
our painted ancestors. The poetical haze of the atmo- 
sphere magnifies the size of the figures, smooths down 
their various hardnesses of outlines, and softens and im- 
proves their colours. On the wild moor before me have 
some of them fought and died in some nameless but 
hard-contested and bloody conflict — nameless now. 
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thoHgli long celebrated among their descendants, and 
often sung at their rude hunting feasts and war banquets. 
See how we are surrounded bv vestiges of the frav ! 
Observe yonder rectangular. a]tar-hke tumulus — the 
scene, it is probable, of human sacrifice ; — mark how 
thickly those grave-like mounds are scattered over the 
moor, and how regularly they run in linc^. And then 
turn to the cairn behind, — the monument of some fallen 
chief. Give yourself up for a moment, my Lydia, to the 
sway of imagination. The moor is busy with life, the 
air rent with clamour. Do you not see waving arms 
and thrtatening faces, the glittering of spears, the flash- 
ing of swords, eyes flaring, wounds streaming, warriors 
falling ? See, the combatants are now wedged into 
dense masses, now brokeu into detached bands,— now 
they press onward, now they recede, — now tbey open 
their ranks, now they close in a death grapple. There 
are the yells of pain, the roarings of rage, and the shouts 
of exultation. Passion is busy, and so is death. But the 
figures recede and the sounds die away, till we see only 
a wide solitary moor, with its mounds and its tumuli, 
and hear only the wind rustling through the heath.' 

' Cromarty, half-past sii o'clock. 
' Here am I once more in my little room. Mother is 
preparing tea for me.; and I have just given, as is my 
wont after returning from a journey, halfpennies apiece 
to the children and to Angus, the idiot boy, who has 
been sadly annoyed at my absence. The degree of 
fatigue incurred by walking nearly eighteen miles in a 
warm day has in some slight degree blunted the edge of 
my mind, but it has spared my affections, — I can love 
as warmly as ever. Dear me, here is Bell,^I am to see 
you and to get tea from you to boot.' 
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'Thank you, my own kind lassie, for your long and | 

excellent letter. I wish you but knew how much I en- ' J 

joyed it on the first perusal and admired it on the second. 
But, my own dearest Lydia, am I not tasking you over- 
much? . . . Do not be so careless of yourself. You are 
already much too pale and thin, my Lydia; do not become 
paler and thinner over the midnight oil : — your mind 
and body are not, I am afraid, very equally matched ; — 
the energies of the one wear out the powers of the 
other; — be generous, my lassie, and take part with the 
weaker side. Write me not continuously, but just a few 
lines now and then when you chance to be in the mood; 
— now at the grassy side of the Leap— now beside the 
beechen tree ; — and that I may be able to take your 
portrait at each sitting and to revert to the time of it, 
state over each paragraph the localities and the hour. 
But if I continue to lecture you in this way you will 
care little for either writing me or hearing from me. 

'Tell me, my Lydia, why is it that I fear so much more 
for you than for myself? I hold life by quite as uncer- 
tain a tenure ; and I do not know — for my constitution is 
by no means a strong one — if I be a great deal less sub- 
ject to indisposition. But somehow sickness and death 
do not appear half so terrible to me when in looking 
forward 1 see them watching beside ray own path, as 
when I see them lurking beside yours. Do I love you 
better than I do myself? or does the feeling arise out of 
one's confidence in one's own ability to resist or endure, 
which Young describes as making " men deem all men 
mortal but themselves ? " .... I remember that when 
on ray rock excursions with parties of my schoolfellows 
I used to leap from crag to crag with the agility of the 
chamois, as cool and unconcerned when on the edge of 
a precipice, as when on the level shore. If, however, I 
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smw any of mT companioEis in places of danger, I felt 
miserable ; — 1 bad foil confideDce io mrself, bat so little 
ID them, that at e\ery step ibey took I expected to see 
tbem temple down headlong. It has been said, my own 
Lydia, that a philosopher in petticoats is a loveless thing -, 
wheo I converse with you in this fa&faioD, it is in the 
ftdl coavictioD that few females' minds have been cast 
in a more pbiloeoplucal mould than yours ; but surely 
there is bttle truth in the remark, for never yet was 
there woman more wanuly or more tenderly beloved.* 

' You and I, my Lydia, must converse some time or 
other on the unlucky subject of Friday night ; — not for 
tlie sake of ar^racDt — there are many subjects for us to 
exercise our wits upon without meddling with religion 
— but that we may arrive at the truth. 1 was sorry to 
perceive that you were seriously displeased ; and that in 
consequence of a rather unskilful statement of doctrine 
on your part, which was I dare say occasioned by the use of 

language rather bold than correct on mine, Mrs 

was led to deem your opinion heretical. I am con- 
fident that in reality we are at one on this subject. 

Neither Mrs nor I ever doubted for a moment that 

we ought to make Christ our pattern and example ; for 
who can doubt that His whole hfc was just the entire law 
of His Father reduced to practice ; and who does not 
know that the law is the rule which God has revealed 

for our obedience ? On the other, neither Mrs nor 

you nor I can doubt that the injunction " Do this and 
live," whether applied to the law as embodied in written 
commands or as exemplified in the hfe of Christ, is the 
now impossible condition of the old covenant, not the 
glorious watchword of the new ; and that under this 
better covenant the ability of imitating Christ is a grace 
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bestowed, iiot a condition exacted. All tbis, my Lydia, 
might have been said and agreed to without any angry 
feeling or personal remark ; but we are so weak and 
foolish, iny lassie, that we cannot so much as contend for 
the necessity of imitating Christ without showing by 
something more conclusive than argument how impos- 
sible it is for us to imitate Him aright. Perhaps in 
some of our solitary inteniews we may derive some- 
thing better than amusement from talking over the 
subject, and something more than ordinary satisfaction 
in finding that in the more important of our beliefs we 
cordially agree. However diverse in our tastes, however 
different in our opinions, however dissimilar in our 
philosophy, let us at least desire, my own dearest Lydia, 
to be at one in our religion. Whatever befalls us in 
the future, — whether from the edge of some solitary 
forest of the west our prayers shall ascend for assistance 
and protection, or whether in some happy dwelling of our 
own land they shall rise in gratitude to Him the bene- 
factor, would it not be well for us, my dearest, that they 
should rise together addressed to the same God through 
the same Mediator, and in quite the same way; that each 
shoidd be employed in seconding the requests of the 
other, not in internally lodging a protest against them ? 
' Sir Thomas has sent me my mumiscri[)t, accom- 
paned by a brief and exceedingly hurried note from 
Professor Wilson, in which he promises to write him a 
letter on the subject in a few days. I must say, I ex- 
pect very little from the Professor. T question whether 
ho has read my first chapter. Besides, our style and 
manner of thinking are so very unlike, that I do not 
well see how he can approve of my writings without 
passing a sort of tacit censure on his own. He is one 
of the most diffuse writers of the day ; I am concise. 
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His thoughts are detached ; mine are consecutive. His 
descriptions, gorgeous with colour and exquisite in form, 
delight ooly the sight ; inino, though less splendid, 
appeal to the sentiments. His narratives are hung over 
with splendid draperies ; mine are naked. He rarely 
reasons on the nature of man ; I often. He is a Torj' ; 
I a Whig. WTiat can 1 espect from such a critic ? * 

' Scbool'hoose of Nigg, Monday evening. 
' Here am I set in Mr Swanson's sleeping-room be- 
side a not bad collection of books. I find I am not 
nearly so great a literary glutton now as I was fifteen 
j-cars ago ; — there was a keenness in my appetite at that 
time which I have hardly ever seen equalled. The very 
heaven of my imagination was an immense library; and 
my fondest desires asked nothing more from the future 
than much time and many books. Have you marked 
the progress of your mind from the days in which you 
dressed your doll, to the days in which you arc addressed 
by your lover? I remember that from my fourth to my 
sixth year I derived mnch pleasure from oral narrative, 
and that my imagination even at this early period had 
acquired strength enough to present me with vividly 
coloured pictures of all the scenes described to me, and 
of all the incidents related. My mind then opened to 
the world of books. I began to understand the stories 
of the Bible, and to steal into some quiet comer, that I 
might peruse tales and novels unmolested by my com- 
panions. In my twelfth year I could relish a volume of 
the Spectator and some of the better essays of Johnson ; 
—in my fifteenth I was delighted with the writings of 
the poets. About a yenr after I found that 'twas better 
to be solitary than in company ; — my mind had ac- 
quired strength enough, as nurses say of their children. 
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to stand alone ; and a first consequence of the improve- 
ment was that I exchanged my many companions for a 
few friends. I became a tliorough admirer of nature for 
its own sake;- — before, I had only affected to love it 
from finding so much written in its praise. I was first 
delighted by the mild, the calm, the beautiful, next by 
the wild, the terrible, the sublime. Years passed on, 
and man became my study. I delighted in tracing the 
progress of the species, from the extreme of barbarism 
to that of jefinement, aud in marking the various shades 
of intellectual character. Studies of a more abstract 
class succeeded, and I became a metaphysician. I strove 
to penetrate into the first causes and to anticipate the 
remoter consequences of things ; and reasoned on subjects 
such as those which employed the fiends in Milton when 
they "found no end in wandering mazes lost," but I soon 
perceived that the over-subtle thinker reaps only a 
harvest of doubt, and that, when truth is onr object, it 
is quite as possible to miss the mark by ovei"shooting as 
by falling short. In the progress related, and I cannot 
trace it further, habits have been successively formed 
and relinquished, and appetites acquired and satiated, 
But though many of these have long .since ceased, much 
of that which they accumulated for me still remains, — 
wrought up in some degree into one entire mass, but in 
some degree also bearing in their separate portions the 
colour and stamp of the period at which they were ac- 
quired. I find, too, that as in the progress of my muid 
(to use your own happy language) "What were at one 
time the subjects of thought and reason to me have be- 
come first principles," so habits and modes of thinking 
which have been formed imder the influence of our 
second nature — custom — have become to me what seem 
primary tendencies of the mind ; and that if there be 
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nmeh of anpm&y m mw thom^te, I perliaps oire it in 
■earfj H gmt ■ degree to tk pecnltaritr of mr eda- 
ettion ai to anj oDMte ^vgamt of fiMnhy. Bat von will 
deem me doll md m cgodst.* 

■ ' Bowl-Mde, Taeadcr. > 1 o'cloclt. 

' I am 00 mr waj to Chspd-HiH ; — tbe day is so 
opprrssirely hot that the grass and com look as if half 
boiled, and there ts a denae cloud of fltes bazxing about 
IDT bead. I saw tno minntes since a laige weasel 
quitting its hole to drink. My eyes are so dazzled by 
the ^are of (he sun on the white of your letter, which 

11 have been again perusing, that I hardly see the cha^ 
racters I am forming. You have embodied very happily 
in your description, the yawning tedium of some of our 
Cromarty parties, and caught to the life the tone of the 
gort of flippancy which has to pass in them for wit. 'Tia 
a sad waste of time, my own Lydia, to be engaged in 
auch ; — how much better could we not contrive to 
spend an evening with only ourselves for our guests ; 
but I suppose parties eveiywhere are almost equally 
profitless. They were profitless even in Athens, in its 
best days. " Why," says Socrates, " do the people call 
in musicians when they entertain their friends ? Is it 
not because they have not learned to converse ? " 
yoi 
or 
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' Bay field- Wood, two o'clock, 
' Where are you at present, my Lydia, or how are 
you employed? Am I with you. as you are with me? 
or has my idea for a time entirely left you ? Would 
that you were now beside me. I always feel as if at home 
when in a wood. One wood is so like another, and 
ovciy wood so like the one I am best acquainted with, 
that which covers the liill of Cromarty. Heigho ! when 
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shall we spend our days together? and where P I 
breakfasted at Inveraess with a very happy couple, a 
Mr and Mrs T — , and, more for our comfort, the hus- 
band is fully twice the age of the wife ; — I, you know, 
am only- ten years older than you. The match was & 
love one on both sides — in reality, whatever the world 
may think, the most prudent matches of any. I saw in 
my journey a second and still more striking proof of 
this. J. S — has several aunts who prudently married 
men in rather easy circumstances, and one aunt (Aunt 
Barbara), who was so foolish as to marry a man who 
was poor — merely because she loved him ; and who had 
little else to recommend him in the eyes of the un- 
prejudiced than the possession of more sound sense and 
sterling worth than fell to the share of all the other 
husbands put together. The match, as you may think, 
was very rationally deemed a bad one ; but, somehow, 
circumstances are less fixed than the characters of men, 
and it has so chanced that Avmt Barbara's husband holds, 
at this time, a rather higher place in society than the 
husband of any of the others ;— the match has in con- 
sequence become a good one. What if ours, you im- 
prudent, foolish girl, should yet become a good one too ! 

' Manse ur Eilmuir, half-past seven o'clock. 
' I was on the way to the ferry this evening, but 
I John impressed me to accompany him on a visit to Mr 
I M — . We crossed the sands of Nigg together — a long 
I dreary flat, roughened by the cord-like hillocks of the 
[ sand-worm, and speckled with shells. Barren and 
' dreary as it may seem, I know no part of the country 
busier with life. Myriads of sea-cockles have grown up 
and perished in it, age after age, till the shells have so 
^accumulated, that in some places they form beds many 
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ftel ■■ tlnekaeH; mA Iham^ AemaaA oT cut-loads 
hnc of Itfc jean ben emntd avmf far fiai^ the supply 
leeHB aa gicat aa at faiL As we pancd throo^ 
BBeaae ifceali of »hiiMp» and Toang Ammders were 
abftiBf apbit owr a^cd fert, — mniiidiDg me, from 
tlMir nmnbeti and tbeir extreme Buunteiiess, of tbe 
dood of flies tkat Inmed nmnd mr bead at dood. I 
•aw the sand-wcmtB lie so thit^T tlut their littJe pvra- 
mids fretted the entire Biir&ce oearlT as far as ihe ere 
could reach, remind mg one of the ripple raised by a 
%ht brerze on a sheet erf water, while the remote 
hofizoD was darkeoed bj endless beds of mussels and 
periwinkles. I am certain there is more of animal life 
in a few acres of this waste than is comprised in tbe 
hatnan popnlatioQ of tbe entire worid. In some com- 
paratively recent em — recent, at least, in the chroncdogy 
of the geolt^st — the sea seems to have stood several 
fathoms higher on our coasts than it does at present. 
Large beds of shells have been found in the interior of 
the valley, the opening of which is occupied by the 
sands of Nigg, more than two miles beyond the extreme 
rise of the tide; and John tells nie that, not many 
years since, the bones of a fish of the whale species 
were found in the parish of Fearn, at a still higher level. 
' I was shown, on quitting the sands, two fine 
chalybeate springs, which gush out of a rock of veined 
sandstone among the woods of Tarbat-house. They are 
thickly surrounded by pine and willow, in a solitary but 
not unplcasing recess, and their waters, after leaping to 
the base of the rock, with a half-gurgling, half-tinkling 
sound, unite in a small runnel, and form a little melan- 
nholy lochan, matted over with weeds, and edged with 
flags and rushes. The waters of both are strongly 
though not equally acidulous, and the course both along 
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the rock and tlirough the runnel is marked by a steep 
belt of ferruginous matter, which might be converted 
into a pigment, resembling bumt-sienna.' 

' Ferry Dale, WedncBilay, half-past eloYeti. 

' How delightful the grounds about Cromarty look 
from this side the bay. Sir George Mackenzie of Coul 
has remarked, and I dare say he is quite in the right, 
that they are unequalled in at least all Ross-shire, but that 
the taste displayed in laying them out belongs to the 
obsolete school of a century ago. The hill-side, for 
instance, instead of being divided into square parks, 
should have been tufted with clumps of coppice, the 
edge of the wood ought to have been broken by the 
trees advancing in some places and retiring in others, 
and the enclosures should have run in waving rather 
than in straight lines. How innumerable, my Lydia, are 
the associations connected with the scene before me. 
Yonder is the bur}'ing-ground of my father, and yonder 
the house of my mother. There is hardly a spot my eye 
can rest on that is not wedded to the past by some in- 
teresting tradition ; and then, how enriched is the whole 
scene by my recollections of you ! Yonder is the beechen 
tree, and yonder the Lover's Leap, and yonder the little 
rocky recess in which I met with you last winter with so 
little hope of ever meeting with you again. Yonder, too, is 
the old chapel of St Reguliis, yonder the Ladies' Walk, 
and yonder the house of Mrs F — . What little insect- 
looking things we are ! Quick and sharp as my sight 
is, were you in the opening at the foot of the garden, I 
would see you merely as a little speck. 

' " Butler " I must return you unread ; as between 
writing, working, and thinking of you, I have no time to 
devote to him. — But here comes the ferry-boat.* 



CHAPTER XV. 



EXCEPT Miss Fraser, Miller's most favoured corre- 
spondent at this time was Miss Dunbar of Boetb. 
She read and admired hb poems soon after their appear- 
ance, and bis correspondence with her began some two 
years before he saw Miss Fraser. He refers to her Id 
terms of admiring afTection in the Schools and School- 
masters, and the letters which passed between them 
prove that the feeling on both sides was one of ardent 
esteem and tender enthusiasm. She was about twenty 
years his senior, and her tone in speaking of his plans 
and prospects is that of motherly solicitude, almost of 
motherly pride. The tender strength of the affection 
with which, unconsciously and without effort, he in- 
spired her, is remarkable. The fascination of his gen- 
tleness and sincerity, and of the gleams of beauty in 
which his genius revealed itself when he spoke, is no- 
where more strikingly evinced than in the spell which 
he cast over this noble woman. He visited her twice 
in Forres, and she spent three weeks in Cromarty, prin- 
cipally in order to enjoy his society. These and other 
circumstances of their intercourse are alluded to in the 
correspondence. Along with the letters of Miller to 
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Miss Dunbar are given one or two passages from hers 
to him. 

' Cromarty, November, 1829. 

' I have penised two of the works you hfive so 
obligingly sent me — the vohinie of poems and the 
" Wolf of Badeuoch." Both have afforded me much 
pleasure, and added, I trust, to the stock of my 
ideas. 

' It has been remarked, and I believe with justice, 
that while the historian immortalizes other racn the 
poet imniortaliaes only himself. A reason may bo 
assigned for this. Wc deem the historian mcrt-ly a 
medium through which we become acquainted with men 
and events ; and are taught by him without growing 
intimate with our teacher, — just as we admire the figures 
in a painting without once thinking of the canvas on 
which they are portrayed. It does not fare so with the 
poet. From creation we infer a Creator, and from the 
creations of the poet we rise by an unavoidable associa- 
tive process to the poet himself. We consider him not 
as our teacher, but as our friend. He is not like the 
canvass of a picture, but hke the groundwork of a piece 
of embroidery — a thing which blends with and relieves 
every flower and figure raised on it 

■ From what I have read of Spenser, I find reason to 
deem him both a true poet and a sound philosopher; 
but from the suddenness of the transition from the " Wolf 
of Badenoch " to the '* Faery Queen," I am led (shall I 
make the confession?) to institute a comparison between 
the two works which does not very much exalt my opuiion 
of the latter. I am no critic. Spenser is, I doubt not, 
a finer poet and a greater genius than Sir Thomas, but 
certain I am that Spenser does not amuse me half so 
BQuch. His heroes and heroines are not real men and 
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women like Sir Thomas's, nor do they come crowding 
round nic in my solitary walks like his. The one work is 
full of a stirring day reality, my recollections of the other 
blend with those of my dreams. I shall, however, I 
doubt not, relish Spenser better when my remembrance 
of the creations of Sir Thomas wax fainter.' 



FitoM MISS dunbah of doath, 

' Forres, 15 Jaouarj', 1830. 
' I was very mnch pleased with your letter, and 
gratified to tind 1 had been the means of procuring you 
so much pleasure as you have derived from the perusal 
of " Wolf" and the poems, 

' Sir Tliomas Dick Lauder said on seeing your letter 
to me, '* The author of the ' Wolf of Badenoch,' ichoever 
that might he, had reason to be proud of the opinion you 
expressed of it.' ' — I have no doubt you will read Spenser 
with all the enthusiasm proper to a young poet when 
you go to it with a mind dispossessed of other subjects. 

' Miss Smith tells me you are going to Inverness to 
work at your handicraft ; I suppose you will occasionally 
work for Mr Carruthers ; he seems to be a clever man, 
and I think the Courier bespeaks him a man of inde- 
pendence. I hope he will continue to prove himself 
such in a place distracted by low politics and a narrow- 
party spirit, too often vented in ungenerous, persoual 
reflections. I conjure you to be on your guaj'd, and 
preserve yourself from auy share or feeling in these con- 
tests. Do not lend your fine talent to either or auy 
side ; next to your integrity to Heaven maintain your 
independence; be courteous to every one, but render 
party service to none, and you will make yourself many 
friends and no enemies.' 
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Miller's next letter is not dated, but it was evidently 
written at Cromarty soon after the preceding. 

' Ever since I knew myself I have hovered on the 
verge of tvro distinct worlds ; — the one a gay creation 
of happy animated dreams, the other a dull scene of 
cold untoward realities. Into the former I have often 
been drawn by inclination; into the latter, dragged by 
necessity, I have enjoyed so much in the one, and 
suffered so much in the other, that I have sometimes 
been disposed to regard them as the opposing scales in 
which good and evil were to be doled out to me by 
Providence. Had I indulged, however, in so fanciful a 
theory, a few events of late occurrence would have over- 
turned it : — the real scene has begun to present an 
aspect not very unlike that of the imaginary ; and that 
I should be held not unworthy of the notice of such as 
Miss Dunbar, is a circumstance which I deem char- 
acteristic of the change. 

' Your kind intention of introducing me to the notice 
of Professor Wilson has, I believe, been anticipated by 
Principal Baird. ... A Mr Gordon, Secretary to the 
Highland Society, who himself writes for Blackwood, 
made me a similar offer ; but I declined both, on the 
ground that I did not consider myself as yet free of the 
craft of authorship. The truth is, I am unwilling to 
convert my literary amusements into mere matters of 
business ; and I am afraid that, were I to set myself 
down to write for money, I would soon learn to consider 
them as such. Before I became a mason, I have spent 
whole days in constructing arches, and in building 
towers and houses, — now, however, I seldom either 
build or hew, except when I cannot help it. It would 
be a sad matter were prose and verse to become but 
half as irksome to me as building and hewing. Besides, 
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I have little need for money, and need not risk any 
my happiness in striving to acquire it. I am nearly 
poor and as rich as the old cynic Diogenes, — though, 
I trust, not so ill-natured. I am poor in worldly goods, 
— rich in moderate desires. He who has lived con- 
tentedly on half a crown per week is by no means so 
much within the reach of fortune as thousands of the 
people who would not scruple to terra him a very poor 
man. 

' Accept my thanks for your excellent advice regarding 
the manner in which I ought to conduct myself with 
respect to the partisans of Inverness. . . . About a 

fortnight ago I saw an article in the , the matter of 

which declared that paper to hare a very long list of 
subscribers, and the manner of which very satisfactorily 
proved that it ought to have a very short one. I took 
up the thing with all coolness, and perfectly free of 
party prejudice ; — I laid it down boiling with indigna- 
tion I found my friend Mr Carruthers treated 

by him in a manner in which no gentleman ever treated 
any one ; and you know, madam, it is much easier 
to forgive one's own enemy, than the enemy of one's 

friend I intend writing nothing but prose 

until 1 have improved my talent for this species of com- 
position to its utmost of my capability. I am at present 
rather out of conceit with poetry j and were it not for 
one circumstance, I would deem the publication of my 
little volume a subject of regret. That one is the 
impulse which the coming in contact by its means with 
the public has given to my mind. Formerly my mind 
was slow and indolent ; it is now comparatively roused 
into activity ; and I am led to think that the much which 
is dull and tame in my printed poems, is rather to be 
attributed to that apathetical indifference which, about 
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two years ago, constituted my almost every-day mood, 
thai] to any want of native power. You smile at my 
conceit. — Well, I have done so myself. Remember, 
however, that the species of conceit which I display on 
the present occasion ia not quite that of the past. It 
plumes itself on an ability to produce, not upon anything 
produced already. ... I begin to relish Spenser. . . . 

' You inquire regarding my plans and prospects. 
The former are not complex, — the latter are not gloomy. 
In the spring, summer, and autumn seasons I intend 
plying the mallet, that I may be independent ; — in the 
winter I piu-pose exercising the pen, that I may be 
amused, and (the truth will out) that I may be known. 
With independence, annisement, and a very small portion 
of celebrity, I trust to enjoy a competent share of happi- 
ness ; and, with the assistance of God, to prove myself not 
quite unworthy the esteem of the few individuals whose 
characters resemble that of my present correspondent.' 

The Mr Strahan referred to in the following letter 
was one of the many friends whom the publication of 
his poems procured him. Mr Strahan was himself a 
writer of poetry ; and it may be mentioned that it is a 
son of his whose name appears on the title-page of this 
biography. Furthermore, that it was on Miller's recom- 
mendation and advice that the publishing profession was 
chosen for the son of his friend — Miller himself making 
the necessary arrangements with Messrs Johnstone and 
Hunter of Edinburgh. 

' Cromnrly, Marcli 12, 1831. 
' In the long beautiful days of summer I have often 
pitied my friend Mr Strahan, confined as he is by 
his profession, to a dull monotonous apartment. After 
flinging down my mallet to contemplate the glorious 
sunshine, poured out around me on the fields, woods. 
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and mountains, when a light refreshing breeze, laden 
with the scents of the wild flowers, has rome sweeping 
over me, or a sudden gush of melody has burst from a 
neighbouring thicket, 1 have deemed myself the happiest 
of all mechanics. — But mark the contrast : — winter 
comes, and then Mr Strahan's profession proves the 
better of the two. The thicket has still its music, for 
the blast howls through it, loud and continuous as the 
roar of the ocean ; — shower after shower comes beating 
against me, dashing my poor tangled tresses against mv 
cheeks ; — there is no solace in looking abroad, all is dull 
and dismal, — nature Ucs dead, and the very firruaraeut 
is but a burial vault ; and thus I toil on, till a colder 
blast or a heavier shower sends me home half frozen, 
and somewhat less than half alive, to cower and chitter 
over the fire. — Well, such is the balance of human life. 
Where are they that have no winter ? 

' You recommend to me the study of sculpture as a 
means of bettering my condition in life. Why, it can't 
be much bettered. 'Tis true I am not rich, — and yet, 
thanks to the industry of my father, should Lord J. 
Russell carry his motion, 1 shall have a voice in the 
Legislation of my country. With books, which you so 
obUgingly offer me, I am rather poorly provided ; but 
the great book of nature lies continually open before me, 
and were I to live to the age of Methusaleh, I would 
still have much of it to peruse. Oh, with what splendid 
passages are its pages filled I ' 

The incident of Miss Smith's falling into the burn 
(of Eathic), alluded to in the next letter, occurred at one 
of those picnics of which Miller and his Cromarty friends 
were fond. Miss Smith, having fallen into the burn, 
was contemplated by Hugh with a placid interest which 
did not in the least prompt him to lend assistance. 
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He was cousiderably bantered for his ungallant conduct. 
From the concliidiiig portion of the letter it is evident 
that Miss Dunbar had pressed Miller to visit her, 

■ Cromarty, March 12, 1833. 

' YoH have been unwell for a long long time, but 
now that you have recovered I may venture to say " It 
was all for the best," without, I trust, subjecting myself 
to the suspicion of being one of those cold philosophic 
sort of people, — mere abstract intelligence, — ^who are so 
bravely employed in thinking that they have no time to 
feel. Indisposition is, to be sure, a sad thing in itself. 
Sad matter for the soul to be sitting iu darkness, in the 
recesses of her poor shattered tenement, like Marius amid 
the ruius of Carthage ; — to have at morning to breathe 
one's wishes in the language of the text, " Would God it 
were evening!" and at evening, " Would God it were 
moruing ! " But when we consider human life as a 
whole, and man as a creature that lives both in the 
past and the future, we see that even pain and sickness 
form parts of a beautiful and well-arranged system. , 
Nay, I am convinced, paradoxical as the opinion may 
appear, that they add nearly as much to the sura of 
human happiness as they take from it. You, my dear 
madam, have been long very uuwell, and now you have 
recovered, — recovered what ? health ?— nay, that would 
be but little, you had that some few months before ;■ 
have you not also recovered your youth ? — the freshness, 
gaiety, and the warm hopes of girlhood. Life palls 
upon us when our course through it lies, if I may so 
speak, on a smooth level road bounded by two straight 
Avails, and we grow old in our spirits while we are yet 
young in years, — not so when the path goes winding over 
hills and valleys, with here a deep broad stream which we 
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must ford at the risk of being swept awaj, and there a 
beautiful meadow with its flowers and its birds. Every 
recovery one has from sickness is in some degree a retiiru 
of one's youth, and 1 could almost endure to be many 
times sick for the sake of being many times young. 

' Now that I have got into this train, I must give you 
the result of my speculations on character, of which yoa 
youraelf (nay, do not start) are in some measure the 
subject. I have observed that you are one of that happy 
class of people who have the principle of immortality so 
strong within them that they never become old. The 
whole human race may be divided into two grand classes, 
but the one is to be reckoned by its tens, and the other 
by its millions. In the more numerous class, we see 
man the animal, the creature of corruption and decJiy; 
in the other, man the child of eternity. The young of 
most animals are gay sportive creatures, to whom life 
is enjoyment, — only think of the lamb and the kitten ; 
but the one becomes the stolid ruminating sheep, the 
other a staid demure puss, with a great deal of worldly 
wisdom, and powers of gravity altogether incalculable. 
Thus it is with the animal class of men. You may 
know their age as exactly by the state of their miuds, 
as that of a cow by the rings on her horns ; they aro 
playful in youth, grave and staid when matui-e, stupid 
in old age ; their minds are so much of a piece with their 
bodies, that it needs no ordinary powers of faith to 
believe that they will not perish together. The people of 
the other class are animals, it is true, — the more the pity, 
— but the man pre|)on derates in them over the animal. 
It is the part of them which neither dies nor becomes 
old, that gives their character its tone. We sec the 
earthy house of one of this class falling into decay, and 
know that it must soon be altogether uninhabitable, — 
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ibut theu the tenant is still young, and all we tliink of 
iie matter is, that when term day couies, be must just 
the falling tenement, aud go somewhere else. 
Even 80 much as to dream of his perishing along with 

rit would be preposterous. It is his house that is falling 
into decay, not he himself. You, my dear madam, are 
one of these young people, and I congratulate you on the 
fact ; I myself perhaps belong to them ; but in my case 
there is a sad circumstance which nearly balances this 
advantage. You very wisely became a yoimg woman 
before you stood still; 1, on the other hand, grew up to 
be a boy some fifteen years ago, and a boy (don't tell) 
I have continued ever since. Can't help it, however. . . 

How defend my conduct in the burn ? Very 

easily. Never was there young lady so wofully in 
danger of falling a martyr to a classical association. 
You remember the old mythological story of Venus 
springing from the waves of the sea. On seeing Miss 
Smith rising out of the stream, instead of thinking on 
the best means of extricating her, I could think of only 
the story. And I could not help that, you know ! If 
Miss S., however, will but favour me by falling into 
the bum a second time, no association, however class- 
ical, shall come between me and luy duty. 

'I have been thinking of your "little chamber in the 
wall," with its bed and its stool, and find that it wants 
only tlie prophet; but a word in your ear, the prophet 
is not at all sure that he has yet succeeded in establish- 
ing the authenticity of his mission, and is disposed, until 
he has done so, to content himself with the modicum of 
honour which he receives in his own country. If my 
Traditions come out, I am vain enough to think I 
might venture in the strength of them as far as Forres ; 

--4)ut to be pointed out in such a place merely as tlie 
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author of a volume of prose rhyme, would serionsly 
injure my pride. You have now my secret. It is based 
on a weakness in my disposition, which T would not 
much like to unveil to everj'body; but I know with 
whom I have to deal, — one too intimate with huxnau 
nature, and too convei'sant with its better feelings, to be 
severe on what is wayward in tlie character of. honoured 
and dear madam,' &c. 

Miss Dunbar is not disposed to put up with this 
excuse for refusing to visit her, and has expostulated oh 
the subject. Miller now offers to go. His half comic, 
half savage remarks on the Cromarty Radicals, are 
characteristic. Tlie pamphlet mentioned I take to have 
been that on the Cbapcl Case, of which we have heard. 

' I have been a very great blockhead ; not so much 
for raising the curtain, as for having anything behind it 
which were better concealed than seen. Instead, how- 
ever, of apologizing in the ordinary way, I shall just 
raise it a little higher, and give you a full view of what 
you are yet only accjuainted with in part. In a case 
hke the present it is poUcy to be candid. Is it not 
partial views and half glimpses that convert bushes and 
stones into ghosts and witches? 

' In the first place, then, it was no fear of being made 
a lion of that kept me ou this side the frith. I know you 
better than to fear that. I may indeed belong to the 
dnsB.felis in both your opinion and my own ; — but then 
so does the comiuon cat ;- — ^besides, at the very best I 
am but what the schoolmen would term a possible lion, 
and it has long since been decided by the Angelical 
Doctor that an existent fly is better than even a. possible 
angel. But though I had no fear on this head, I ara a 
most foolish fellow, and there is a feeling — -a morbid one, 
I suspect — -tliat continually hangs about me that pro- 
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diiced in this matter nearly the same effects as if I bad. 
I must explain. You remember Addison's description 
of those trap-doors on the bridge of Mirza, through 
which tlie unfortunate passengers were continually 
dropping into the water? The minds of some men 
abound with such doors. Their judgments seem 
stately structures, if 1 may so speak, that connect the 
opposite regions of causes and effects — of means and 
ends ; we see their purposes and resolves moving rapidly 
along the arches, and think they cannot fail of passing 
from the one extreme point to the other. Suddenly, how- 
ever, they disappear in the midst, and leave their objects 
luiattained. Or to drop the allegory ; — How often are 
we surprised in even superior men by some unthought 
of inconsistency that mars all their wisdom, some latent 
weakness that neutralizes all their powers. There is, my 
dear madara, a weakness, an inconsistency, a tnip-door 
of this kind in the mind of the poor fellow who has now 
the honour of addressing you. Its appearances and 
modes of operation are as various as the circumstances 
in which it exhibits itself, but for a general name, I be- 
lieve, I may term it difSdence, It torments me as much 
as conscience does some men. Tor instance : — There 
are a few excellent people in Cromarty whose company 
1 deem very agreeable, and whose friendship I value 
very highly, but whose thresholds without a special in- 
vitation I never cross. Why ? Just because diffidence 
I tells me that I am but a poor mechanic, regarded with 
a kind, perhaps, but still com passionate feeling, and that 
if I but take the slightest commonest liberty of social in- 
tercourse, it is at the peril of being deemed forward and 
obtrusive. Well, I receive an invitation and accept it. 
I come in contact with persons whom I like very much ; 
the better feelings are awakened within me, the intel- 



32G 



THE JOUJlNETAfAN. 



lectiial machine is set a-working; and I communicale 
my ideas as they rise. " You chattering blockhead," 
says diffidence, the moment I return home, " what right, 
pray, !iod you to engross so much of the conversation 
to-night ? You are a pretty feilow, to be sure, to set 
up for a Sir Oracle ! — Well, you had better take care 
next time." Nest time comes, and I nm exceedingly 
taciturn. " Pray, Mr Block," says diffidence, the instant 
she catches me alone, "what fiend tempted yon to go 
and cat the lady's bread and butter to-night, when yon 
had determined prepense not to tender her so much as a 
single idea in return ? A handsome piece of fumitmie, 
truly, to be stuck up at the side of a tea-table. Per- 
haps, however, you were too good for your company, 
and wished to make them feel that you thought so." 
But tnice with the accusations of the witch ; fifty pages 
would not contain the whole. Was not Diffidence the 
wife of that giant Despair, whom Mr Greathenrt slew 
when he demolished Castle Doubting ? She, too, is said 
to have perished at the same time, hut both must since 
have been resuscitated. I stand, however, in no fear of 
the husband, giant though he be ; — but alas for the iron 
despotism of liis lady ! 

' Need I say anything more on this head ? Just one 
other sentence. Some of the concluding lines of mv 
last were written indeed by me, but only as amanuensis 
to the giantess. And now that I have made a full dis- 
closure, and constituted you my confessor, what penance 
are you to impose ? I am just going to ask you whether 
I shall yet get leave to visit you some time in the leafy 
end of May; and if you are very, very angry, and intend 
being very, very severe, it is in your power fully to avenge 
yourself by forbidding me to come at all. 1 often think 
of Forres, not much, indeed, comparatively at least, of 
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the beauties of its scenery, or of its old costles and 
obelisks, though 1 am not the kind of person wholly to 
slight these, — I think of it as the home of some of my 
friends ; particularly as the home of her who has so 
kindly interested herself in my welfare, whose friend- 
ship I have deemed so much an hononr, and found so 
much a happiness, and who in her warm-heartedness has 
held converse with me, not as the mere lady of birth 
and education who condescends to notice some poor half- 
tanght mechanic, but such as one iuteliigenco holds with 
another of the same class. It is wonderful how numer- 
ous the analogies are which subsist between the intel- 
lectual and material worlds. You are acquainted with 
that principle of attraction which binds into one solid 
mass any amount of particles which have been pressed 
together until brought within the sphere of its influence, 
and that opposite principle which makes them repel one 
another when removed from out of this sphere by the 
least possible distance. And are there not similar prin- 
ciples operative in the respective states of mere acquaint- 
anceship and friendship? Is there not repulsion in the 
one, attraction in the other? Nay, are they not both 
operative in even friendship itself ; — the friend who con- 
verses with one merely on paper, or in a mixed company, 
or under the influence of some such evil spirit as diffi- 
dence, is environed by an atmosphere very different from 
that which surrounds the friend to whom, when the pen 
is happily no longer of use, the world shut out, and the 
fiend dispossessed, one can open one's whole heart, and 
mingle thought with thought, and feeling with feeling. 
I trust that before the end of May I shall have availed 
myself so much of your kindness as to be fully within 
the influence of the better principle. But not one word 
of Altyre ; — ^remember the giant's wife. 



328 THE JOUn.YEVMAA'. 

' We of Cromarty !mve narrowly missed losing oiir 
minister, and to tlie thiiikiug part of us a shrewd lo*s 
it would bave been. Mr Stewart would have proved 
himself second to none, or I am much mistaken, in even 
the pulpit once occupied by Dr Chalmers ; but who, 
alas 1 could we have got to till his ? And I much sus- 
pect that, in less than a twelvemonth, he himself would 
not have found the amount of his happiness at all in- 
creased by the change. He has too httle of the work- 
ing-day world about him for the bustle of public life, 
and his mind, with all its powers, is not of the kind 
best fitted for a regular routine of business. It is said 
of the lion that with all his immense strength and activ- 
ity, he is a slow-paced and sluggish sort of animal, and 
that though on extraordinary occasions he can leap 
twenty feet at a bound, and carry off a bufiolo with as 
much ease as a horse carries its rider, he can yet lie for 
whole days in his lair half asleep, half awake, too iudo- 
lent to move liead or hmb. There is something of this 
disposition in Mr Stewart; not that he wills to have it, 
but because he has been born with it. When fresh and 
in heart he can make amazing lion-like efforts ; but he 
is no steam-engine, and must be indulged with long 
breathing spaces in which to recover himself. "With all 
his eccentricity he is an excellent sort of fellow, eloquent, 
pious, an original thinker, and singularly fortunate, if he 
but knew it, in both his friends and his enemies ; — t 
person of spirit, you know, would like to have the choos- 
ing of the one as certainly as that of the other; but Mr 
Stewart somehow docs not seem to be aware of this. It 
so happens that we are mnch infested in Cromarty by 
kind of vermin called Radicals, and have not yet got an 
act of parliament for knocking them on the head. To Mr 
Stewart they bear a decided antipathy; — very natunilly 
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as hlookheads tiiey dislike him for Ws genius, and being 
bad men, hate him as Shylock did Antonio, " for he is a 
Christian;" and I am afraid the petty annoyances they 
contrive to cast in his way molest him at times more 
than they ought. He has weak nerves, lives retired, 
and has scarcely any turn for friendship, and so httle 
hurts him ; but I trust he will yet learn wholly to dis- 
regard them. I am a Whig, and yet they do me the 
honour of hating nie nearly as heartily as they do him ; 
but I am a thick-skinned, rough, shagged kind of animal, 
and as in all the bickers in which they have engaged rue 
I have contrived somehow to get the laugh on my side, 
and could besides give the best of them a drubbing 
Would they but choose to favour me with an opportunity, 
I have been let alone of late. — You have seen my pamph- 
let. Is it not a piece of mortal ill-nature ? Rcmemlwr, 
however, that I am not to be judged with regard to it 
by the laws of the Duello. I had not to fight with a 
man of honour, but merely to horsewhip a low fellow 
who had insulted a party of ladies and a reverend gen- 
tleman 

' For my own part, though no one can surpass me in 
the esteem I entertain for the better sex, and though 
perhaps not naturally unsusceptible of the softer passion, 
I deem myself as much tied down to a life of celibacy 
as if I were a Romish priest. A refined taste and ciJ- 
tivated understanding I have vainly sought for in women 
of my own sphere ; and though I have sometimes found 
both in those of another, I cannot seriously think of such 
as objects on which to fix a hope. No one of a superior 
station could become my wife without making a sacrifice 
which I could not permit in the woman I loved; — I 
could not wrong her so much, as to make her the wife 
of a poor mechanic. But friendship still remains for 
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me: — -Some of the best of my species do not disdain to 
be connected to me by tliis tie ; and with the help of 
God it is my purpose so to hve that theii- kindness to me 
shall bejio sacrifice.' 

The speculations on the philosophy of evil in the 
following letter are not without ingenuity, but we have 
already seen that Miss Fraser, the lady who accompanied 
Jliss Smith in the walk described towards the close, 
could put the needle-point of her woman's wit and logic 
with rather startling effect into the prettily coloured 
balloons which Miller used to fly upon that subject. It 
seems probable that she pressed him closely on this 
occasion, and that the comphments to her sex into 
which he launches may be viewed partly as a mngnanim- 
ous tribute to her victory. 

'Cromarty, May 21, 1833, 

'What exquisitely lovely evenings this month has 
given us ! I have just been out among the woods en- 
joying one of the finest sunsets I ever witnessed and a 
very pleasing flow of thought besides. The clown in 
Othello advises the musicians who were serenading his 
master to put up their pipes unless they could play a . 
kind of music that could not be heard. The very best 
kind I am acquainted with has this peculiarity ; and I 
have been delighted with it this evening. The trees all 
bursting into leaf, the sea, the distant hills, the sky 
glowing with crimson and orange, a little quiet town, — 
nay. the very heath and moss, and the shapeless blocks 
of stone that glimmered red to the light in the openings 
of the wood ; — all seemed to me the chords of an im- 
mense instrument which had but to be awakened by the 
soul to yield it a sweet music. And I was so happy as 
to succeed in awakening them. I felt the tranquillity of 

scene infused into my mind, and (I may hazard tho 
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expression) ray thoughts and feelings as if beating time 
to the tones of it. The unknown author of "Enthusi- 
asm"* has made an ingenious distinction between 
meditation and those more vigorous state? of thought in 
which the cogitative faculties alone are active, and he 
has said that the former is more characteristic of the 
Asiatic cast of mind, the latter of the European, If the 
remark be a just one, I have been quite an Asiatic this 
evening, if, indeed, we may define meditation to be that _ 
state of the mind, in which its better sentiments and its 
intellectual powers are active together, though perhaps 
not in an equal degree ; — these combining, or creating 
or arranging, perhaps, slowly and languidly, those looking 
on with intense delight, rejoicing in every idea, and lov- 
ing every new or pleasing image with an overpowering 
love. Take, as illustrative of what I mean, the cogita- 
tions of a few minutes of this evening. I stood on the 
sweep of a grassy declivity sprinkled over with forest 
trees and bushes. Some of the former spring out of the 
higher edge of the bank, and interlace their boughs at 
a great height over my head ; some of them have fixed 
their roots so much iarthcr down, that my eye is on a 
level with the cradle which the magpie has built for her 
young among their branches ; I look over the topmost 
twigs of a still lower tree. See there is the ash, with his 
long massy arms, that shoot off from the trunk at such 
acute angles, and his dark sooty blossoms spread over 
him as if he were mourning; and there is the elm, with 
his trunk gnarled and ridged like an Egyptian column, 
and his flake-like foliage laid on in strips that lie nearly 
parallel to the horizon ; and there is the piano, with his 
dark-green leaves and dense heavy outline, like that of 

* Now BO well known tlint it seems altnoBtfluporfluouBtu name Liin, 
— Isaac Taylor. 
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£ :l:;i.'der Ci'-»:id; tsd ibwe, iico. is the birch, a tree 
tT:itL::T c: :Lr ze-iieT sex. whh her long flowing tresses 
f&I2iiz tymzk zo ber ki>ee : iheze. also, is the lime, and 
:L^ LrcL i::d :Le bc«i, and the silver fir. What a 
conibiLitiin o: pk;a2i:ig fonns ! See in that Tista to the 
n^h: wLich appears s-j exqTiisiteIr beantiiiil, eveiy out- 
line is a va*« T oDe. wiibont anv mixture of broken angles 
or ?:ra:zht lirses, while in the darker recess beside it 
tbere is a bar&ber, snffer assemblage of fonns ; it is full 
of cro5S liLes and angles. But do not the deformities 
of that recess render the scene, considered as a whole, 
more perfect than it would be without them ? Do they 
not enable me to appreciate what is exquisite in the rest 
of it r If there existed no such thing as deformity, we 
could have known nothing of beauty ; just as if there was 
no such thing as sickness, health would not be a word 
in our vocabulary, or as if there were no such thing as 
shade or darkness, no one would ever have said, " It is 
a good thing to behold the light." 

' And is it not true that the scene now spread out 
before me, with its manv beauties and its few deform- 
ities, is a work of the Deitv ? that it was foreknown 
of Ilim at a period when the very earth of which it 
forms so minute a part, was but a portion of empty 
space in an infinitely extended vacuum ; nay, that it 
was foreknown of Ilim from all eternity, and that this 
His idea of it, as forming a portion of His infinite 
knowledge and co-existent with Himself, may be re- 
garded as forming, with its apparent defects, a part of 
Himself, though He be perfect and indefectible? At 
Iciust, is it not true that the sentiment of beauty and the 
sense of deformity, as they exist in the human mind, are 
ciflects of which He is the cause, that the scene before 
me is marked by traits that arouse this sentiment in me. 
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and awaken tliis sense, and that the latter was given me 
that I might be censcious of possessing the former? 
And how do these principles bear on that great, I may 
add, inexplicable problem, the existence of evil, misery, 
folly, imperfection, in the works of an infinitely good, 
benevolent, wise, perfect God? May not evil be the 
shade with which good is contrasted, that it may be 
known as good, the sickness to which it is opposed as 
health, the deformity beside which it is shown forth as 
beauty ? Nay, may it not be affirmed on these princi- 
ples, that the plan of the Deity would not have been a 
perfect one, if it did not include imperfection, nor a 
wise one, if it admitted not of folly, nor a good one, if 
evil did not form a part of it ? Is there not something 
like this implied in the remarkable text which informs 
ws that the weakness of God is mightier than the 
strength of men, and His foolishness more admirable 
than their wisdom ? Such was the train of thought 
which passed through my mind, and the conclusion at 
which I arrived ; and though, regarded as merely an in- 
tellectual process, it may, perhaps, be neither very strik- 
ing nor of much value, — as a matter which engaged my 
better sentiments, awakened ray more pleasing feelings, 
and afforded me for the time much happiness, I found 

it to be valuable and truly good 

' I had the happiness a few evenings since of falling 
in, in my usual walk, with our common friend. Miss 
Smith, accompanied by another young lady (by far the 
most intellectual of her companions), and had a long 
and very amusing conversation with thera; so long, 
indeed, that at length the stars began to peep out at us, 
as if wondering what we were about. Wc differed and 
disputed and agreed, and then differed and disputed and 
;reed again. fVe, of the rougher sex, arrogate to our- 



fsihriit t// ha^e faCen Uj the $feare cf tae mtfrnners v{ 
your*. 'I'njft, indeed, we ha^e not jec thisoshc prrpis 
i/i pr^Ince the data on which we S'jGnd die cpinioL 
find an: by far too strong to be ccmpeiled ro ic tc: 
fihouiri wi; once heriously set about h, CroaiarCT wcdd 
prove a df>|K:rate \jstd field for us. Bj moch the 
|{n;atf:r tinlf of the coUectire intellect of die town b 
vi;Ht<'d in the ImJie^/ 

Before our next letter is written, the prooused Tisit 
to MiHH Dunbar ha» taken place. ImmediatelT on iv- 
tuniing to Ooniarty, Miller had written to her and 
irit.ruNt(;d ttie letter to a young lady, who lost it. This 
will Nuffieiently explain the opening paragraph. The 
tvmI needH no elucidation, but I know no letter of 
Millcr'H wliieh docH more honour either to his head or 
liJH liriirt. The brotherly walk home with the poor 
worniiri on whom Hociety had so long frowned was 
inlcMiHrly elianicteristic of Hugh. It would be pleasant 
to know how f<//e was impressed by her companion. 

* Cromarty, July 24, 1833. 

•Only think liow unfortunate I have been ! Your 
h'ller rcacJHMl (Iromurty on Sunday morning, but the 
|»oor fellow whose heart would have leaped within him 
nl llu^ HJjjht of it, was not there to bid it welcome. 
This is now Wculnesday evening, and I have only just 
^ot honu^ to the perusal. The losss of my letter is 
positively nothiufi;, — at least, nothing in itself; but how 
v(*\atious it is to me to think for the last few days you 
nuist have entertained hard bitter thoughts of me, — I 
hav(^ becMi ean^less, I liave been indifferent. But no ; I 
will not |)erniit myself to believe that I have suffered in 
your esteem. There is a faith and charity of friendship 
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as certainly as of religion ; a faith that is the evidence 
of the good things hoped for, a charity that believctU 
no evil ; and where shall I look for these if not in you ? 

' I have, I believe, told you that I keep copies of the 
letters I write to all my better and more valued corre- 
spondents, — partly because loving often to pernse the 
letters I receive from them, I have found that when the 
topics of the passing moment had escaped my memory, 
my own were necessary to rae to render theirs in- 
telligible ; paitly, too, because ray letters furnish me 
with a history of my thoughts, my sentiments, my feel- 
ings, — iu short, enable me to prosecute the study of 
that most important of all the branches of philosophy, — 
the philosophy of one's own life. The loss of my un- 
fortunate epistle is therefore virtually nothing but the 
loss of a Uttle paper ; you shall have every thought and 
every word of it in this long ungainly sheet. Not that 
1 deem it at all worth copying, but because what I said 
and felt when writing it is exactly what I have to say 
and what 1 feel now. 

' Your truly welcome letter of the 2u(l of July found 
me buried up to my eyes amid books and manuscripts, 
in a little old-fashioned room within which my great- 
grandfather, John Feddes, passed his honeymoon with 
Jean Gallie, in the good year 1693. I dare say you 
remember the story. He was a sincere, but not a 
fevoured lover, for he was poor and red-haired, and as 
ugly and awkward as his great-grandson, who is said 
very much to resemble him; whereas, Jean was the 
prettiest girl in the parish, and nearly the richest, and 
she had, besides, the handsomest fellow in the whole of 
it for her lover. AVell, John saw her married to his 
rival, and then went out in a terrible passion a buc- 
caneering to South America, where he wreaked his 
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disappointment on the poor Spaniards, and fiJlcd a 
great box with tloubloons. On bis return to Cromarty 
he found Jean very poor and a widow, — the man of her 
choice had been worthless and a spendthrift, and Lad 
only courted her for her money. John, who had never 
ceased to love her, liked her none the worse for her 
poverty ; and as she had -now uo lover but himself, she 
very wisely married him, though he was not only as 
ugly and red-haired as ever, hut very much sunburnt 
to boot. And here they lived for about fifty years, 
exceedingly well pleased with each other to the last. 
My room is, as I have said, a little one, its small dtill- 
paned windows are half buried in the thatch, and there 
is no getting in at the door without making a very pro- 
found bow indeed ; and yet, little and rude as it is, 
John Feddes has been as happy in it as ever Caesar was. 
And I have been veiy happy in it too ; never happier, 
however, than when perusing your Icind, kind letter. 
You know I am quiet in all my feelings — quiet in my 
very enthusiasm ; but do not imagine that the stream is 
as shallow as it is noiseless. Do believe that there is 
both depth and power in at least those feeUngs of affec- 
tionate gratitude of which you yourself are the object. 

' I had only left you for about half an hour, when 
the clouds began to lower on every side of me, as if 
sky and eaith were coming together, and the rain to 
descend in torrents. The great forest of Darnaway 
appeared blue, and dark, as if greeting the heavens 
with a scowl as angry as their own ; and there was a 
low, long wreath of vapour that went creeping over it 
like a huge snake. And how the wind did roar! I 
thought with Lear's fool, that 'twas truly " a naughty 
night to swim in;" and when taking shelter for a few 
minutes under the arch of a bridge, I wished I could 
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' convert your books aud the " Superstitions " (can you 

forgive me a wish so unpoetical?) into a great loiif, and 

^_ the arch into one of my Cromarty eaves, that I might 

^^1 kindle a tire in it, and take )ip my lodgings for the night. 

^V I %vish you had but seen the locale of Shakespeare's 

witch scene, as it frowned upon me in passing, with 

the old Castle of Inshoch, half enveloped in cloud and 

^^ mist, standing sentry over it. The black dismal morass, 

^^ with its inky pool and its white cannach, that showed 

^H like tears on a hatchment, appeared still more black and 

dismal through the blue-grey tints of the storm, and 

the heavily-laden clouds went rolling over it like waves 

of the sea. And then how the firs waved to the wind, 

and the few scattered trees swung their branches, and 

groaned and creaked ; the thunder and the witches were 

^^ alone wanting. Vou see, my dear madam, that though 

^^h I might, and would certainly have been happier in your 

^^P snug sheltered parlour at Forres, than when exposed to 

a storm of wind and rain on the Hard-moor, my situation 

was not quite without its little balance of advantage. 

Bad as the day was, I would not now exchange my 

P recollection of it for that of many better ones. 
' I reached Tort George dripping wet a little before 
three o'clock, and found among the passengers who were 
waiting the ferry-boat a woman of Cromarty ; a poor 
disreputable thing, who by making a false step in early 
life, lost caste and drifted in consequence almost beyond 
the pale of society. We kept company all the rest of 
^^ the way, and had a good deal of talk ; and 1 found, what 
^^m indeed I had often found before, that human nature, even 
^^B when at its worst, has always something good in it. 
^^m People often read the Scriptures amiss on this point, and 
^^B think, despite nf an ofteu-repcatcd experience, that be- 
^^H cause our species is there represented as thoroughly 

^^1 TOL. 
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separated from God, we cau have no sincere regard for 
our neighbour, no true affection for our friends, uo for- 
giveness for our enemies, — no love, no tcDtlerness, no 
pity. But we have all these, however, and this from 
nature ; and these, and all the other feelings which draw 
us out from ourselves and give us to one another, are 
good. Botli tables of the law were originally set up m 
the sanctuary of man's heart. When he fell the first 
of these was broken iuto fragments, which ivei-e raked 
together by guilt and terror, and formed into an uncouth 
idol uamcd Superstition; but the second table, though 
sorely rent and shattered, survived the concussion, and 
with its darkened and half-dilapidated inscriptions, 
holds its place in the sanctuary still. But this is not 
quite what I meant to say. I found that my fellow- 
tra\eller had an old bed-ridden mother, whom she 
laboured to support, that she kept her daughter at 
school, and that last year, on the breaking out of the 
cholera, when a spirit of selfishness seemed to pervade 
the whole country, and no one thought of friend or 
neighbour, she had attended in his sickness a relative, 
.from whom she had formerly experienced some little 
kindness. I have found that what are called the good 
and bad of our species {from the circumstance, surely, of 
their having their virtues and vices based on a nature 
radically the same), resemble each other much nearer 
and have naich more in conmion than the world chooses 
to allow. The himian God and human monster of 

I common report, when one comes in contact with them 
and is enabled to balance all their traits and qualities, 
prove to be nothing better nor worse than mere men. 
For my own part, I have often found the good, when I 
became thoroughly acquainted with them, to be not much 
better than myself, and the bad to be not much worse. 
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This may, perhaps, be thought wild doctrine j but I 
know it to be favourable to the exercise of those charities 
which bind us to our species, and opposed to that idola- 
try of our nature which prompts us to prostrate our- 
selves before some poor faulty thing like ourselves ; and 
besides, did not He act upon it who, though repeatedly 
accused of being the friend of publicans and sinners, 
never once rebutted the charge ? 1 got liome about six 
o'clock, without being nearly so much fatigued with my 
jouniey of thirty miles, as when I had travelled it in the 
opposite direction ; and niy friends were all as glad to see 
me as if I had been away from them for a much longer 
period. I am, I beheve, richer in true friends than any 
other person I know, and my only secret regarding 
them is the very simple one of being sincerely attached 
to them. 

' I look back on my visit to Forres with great and 
unmixed pleasure. I really love my friends, and indeed 
mankind in general, all the better for it ; it has added, 
too, to the stock of ray ideas, and enriched the Utile 
mental sludio, in which I have stored up my conceptions 
of the good and the beautiful, with a series of images • 
auperior to most of the others. J have read of a cele- 
brated Itahan master who was so exclusively a painter 
of landscape, that he could not so much j£ introduce 
I figures into his pieces. The scenes he portrayed seemed 

I to be scenes of the infant world at the close of the fifth 
day's creation, ere there were animals on the plains or 
in the forests, or man had become a living soul. Now, 
this is not at all the way with my landscapes. There are 
a few figures in the foreground of every one of them, and 
the same figures, too. You yourself I have introduced 
into every scene. Here you stand on the brink of a 
precipice, there on the verge of a stream, yonder amid 



the glades of a forest. Immediately on our return from 
the banks of the Fiiidhorn, I was almost afraid that I 
had visited them to but little purpose. I had seen 
60 very much, and my attention had been so fatigued, 
that my recollection of their many bciautiful scenes re- 
sembled the reflection on a lake, whose surface is par- 
tially agitated by tlie wind. My mind might be com- 
pared to the apartments of a house that has just been 
taken possession of by a new tenant, when the pieces 
of furniture lie higglcty piggleii/ on the floors, and we 
marvel how they can ever be so arranged as to leave 
room for anything else. But it is not so now. I have 
now a complete picture of the river, with all its rocks 
and its woods, its pools and and its rapids, from where 
it sweeps through the meads of St John to where it 
receives the waters of the Devy. The picture is rolled up 
in a recess of ray rainil like a web of tapestry, and when 
I but will it, it unfolds scene after scene, until the whole 
is spread out. See, there arc the meads, with the river 
playing with us at bo-peep — now hiding itself among 
the bushes, now looking out and laughing as if at our 
. attempts to discover it ; — and there is the heronry, with 
the large, grey, ghost-Uke herons sailing over their 
nests, that look like so many lawyers' wigs ; and yonder 
is the little fairy-like village of Shiie, inhabited, despite 
of its beauty, by people who have no more poetry iu 
thetn than if they were confined to a hempen manufac- 
tory, and saw only walb of dingy brick and roofs of 
red (ilc. 

'Observe now how suddenly the character of the 
scenery has changed. We have just left the district 
of secondarv' rock^-of abrupt sandstone cliffs and widely- 
extended meadows — for that of gneiss and granite ; the 
crags have become more rugged, the banks more in- 
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variably precipitous, the river more turbulcut. Every 
trace of the labour and skill of man has disappeared — 
there are no impressions, not even the slightest, on the 
rocks, the stream, or the forest, of the refinement or 
civilization of the present age. The low country is 
all over stamped with these ; we see them in the fields, 
the houses, the villages, the gardens. Here, on the 
contrary. Nature is still as much in her infancy as when 
the naked huntsman of two thousand years ago, his 
long beard wbisthng to the wind, and his breast and 
limbs stained blue, and tattooed with nide figures of 
the moon and the stars, first broke through the tangled 
underwood as he pursued the stag, and met the animal 
at bay on the steep edge of a yet unknown and name- 
less stream. But why unroll the whole web? I caiinot 
add to the vividness of your impressions, but I can show 
you the distinctness of my own. 

' My imagination had been busy for a whole month 
before I set out for Forres, in drawing pictures of all I 
was to be there brought acquainted with. I had a 
Findhom of my own. and a llclugas, and a Churchyard 
of Altyre, and a Dr Brandc, and a Mr Grant; and now 
I have both the real and the imaginary landscapes and 
portraits placed side by side, just like the two rainbows 
we saw side by side, a bright and a fainter, when 
returning from our excursion. But the real and imagin- 
ary scenes and images are, in many respcrts, strikingly 
dissimilar. You yourself, and you only, are altogether 
what I had conceived. Previous, indeed, to our meeting 
at Forres, some parts of my transcript of the character 
were defined by only faint outlines, and these outlines 
are now filled up ; but for the truth of my general concep- 
tion of it, I appeal to the letter I wrote you in March last. 

' I shall not be out of Cromarty (if I but live so long) 
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for the next two months. But why write so hesitatingly 
on this subject, bs if the devoting a few days to pleasure 
and to you, whatever my engagements, was to be 
regarded as a sacrifice ? It is not probable that I sliall 
be at all occupied at the time of your visit ; but had I to 
travel fifty miles to meet with you, or to postpone the 
most pressing engagements, the balance of happiness 
and advantage; would still be largely on ray side, — and 
this, too, leaving gratitude altogether out of the question. 
I have been of late among ?ni/ rocks and woods, and 
have explored all mi/ caves, large and small, together 
with the bum of Eathie. 

' Our sacrament here is just over. We have had at 
least three splendid discourses, — two from Mr Fraser, 
Kirkhill, one from Mr Stewart. The latter is the more 
powerful man, the former has the more logical head. 
Mr Fraser is a reosoner only, and though nothing can be 
clearer or more conclusive than his argiiments, the 
attention is apt to be fatigued by a discourse altogether 
argumentative, and to long for some relief; — a sermon 
may thus be good in all its parts, and yet faulty as a 
whole. Mr Stewart, on the other hand, is both a 
reasoner and a poet. He narrates, he describes, he 
reasons, he illustrates with equal effect ; he can sink 
into the familiar without being mean, and rise into the 
BuhUme almost without effort. In fine, Mr Fraser is a 
limited monarch, and governs by the law ; we find him 
continually appealing to it, and to our understandings; 
like true Whigs, we are nearly as much his judges as his 
subjects, and only submit to be governed by him so long 
as he is constitutional, and can produce the codes and 
precedents under which he acts. Mr Stewart, on the 
contrary, is a despot, — we find he can do with us what- 
ever he wills, and are such Tories as never to question 
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his right. As for the law, he can either make a merit 
of judgiog by it, or transgress it with impunity. For- 
give mc so brief and imperfect a sketch of two of the 
most talented clergymen in the nortli of Scotland. I 
trust you have tendered my best thanks to Mr Grant 
for his elegant and truly excellent discourse. He carried 
me with him from beginning to end. He had my full 
assent to the truth of all his remarks, and the justness 
of all his principles j — I felt all he wished me to feel, and 
saw all he intended I should see. 

' I have regularly wound up my watch every night 
since I left yon, and have begun to find out its various 
uses. One of these belongs to it exclusively, as an indi- 
vidual watch. Need I point out that one ? ' 

Miss Dunbar had with much difficulty prevailed 
upon Miller to accept from her the present of a watcli. 

The following letter gives us a glimpse of the 
' voluntary controversy,' at this time agitating Scotland; 
an interesting hint, also, of that anti-patronage fervour 
which was to make Miller the champion of non-intrusion. 
The sternness of our friend's orthodoxy is to be noted; 
'the Arminian ' must be driven from his pulpit. Hugh 
Miller had no sympathy with Broad Churchism in any 
sense. 

' Cromarty, AiifUst 15, 1833. 

' I was a very few days ago at MacFarquhar's Bed 
and the gipsies' cave, — the scene of my Boatman's Tale. 
About four hundred yards to the west of the Bed there is 
a second cave, in a comer so wild and sequestered that it 
is scarcely visited, except, perhaps, by myself, once in a 
twelvemonth. The sides and roof are crusted over by 
green mould and white stalactites. It reminds me of a 
burial vault ; and I never visited it alone and in the 
evening without keeping a shaqj look-out for the inhabit- 
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hj ml Spirits, it is said, 

to it, and so I am 

to visit it 

hg imy, ami vitfc a p*K?> ^ ■'o^ *^ *^ ^^^ """y of^ seeing 
■ mduicfaolj imaginative 
Well, it is night ; 
— tk mooB hw JDst Rsen out of tbe frith, the bolder 
Scataies of the cfiSi m partially icfieved from the gloom 
of the deqMT ncaacs, aad a level stream of pale light 
his entered tlir wide mooth of the cavern, and falls oD 
the dim ^ntmetii^ objects within. See how the dark 
loof irdies over ds, and how tho colntunar stalactites of 
tbe sides seem advancing towards us ; — observe, too, how 
oar shadows stretch inwards and mingle with the dark- 
ness ! Wh^ a theatre for the wild aad the horrible ! 
The floor is strewed over with what seem the fragments 
of hmnan bones, — and then that spectral-looking object 
within, — does it not move ? Hear how the deep sullen 
roar of the sea awakens all the echoes of the place till 
they mutter from the deeper recesses, Hke the growling 
of a wild beast, and the wave seems calling over oar 
heads ! Nay, draw nearer to me. I trerable like a 
schoolboy. Surely these are human bones scorched and 
blackened by fire, and gnawed by the teeth ; and look 
yonder, is not that a skeleton reclining on the floor ? see, 
the bony hand rests on the tattered fragments of a book. 
ffe was the last who perished ; — and oh ! with what feel- 
ings must he have opened that book after be had fiuished 
his horrible meal ! You have now seen the cave, and 
raoa', — but the more I am afraid you will deem rather 
a nightmare of the imagination, than a dream. Am I 
not bound, however, to tell you all P 

' Before leaving MacFarquhar's Bed, I had a delight- 
ful bathe among the rocks. There was a Iieavy sea turn- 
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bling ashore, bordering the whole coast with a fringe of 
foam. I shot out tlirough the surf and reached the 
open sea ; the waves were rising and falUng around me ; 
at one time I sunk into the hollow, the hills and rocks 
disappeared, and I saw only a valley of waters, anon I 
was lifted up on tlie ridge, and laid my band on its 
white mane as I looked down on the shore. What 
would you not give to be able to swim ? The exercise 
has its mischances, however. On landing I was dashed 
against a rock, and had to walk very softly for three 
days after, lest I should be asked wlietlier I was not 
lame. 

' Is it not a pleasant thing to lie, in a fine clear 
day, on the sea-beach, amid the round polished pebbles 
and the pretty shells, and sec through the half-shut eye 
the little waves dancing to the sun, and hear, as if we 
heard it not, their murmur on the shore ? To be all 
alone — shut out from the world — the wide ocean stretch- 
ing away for many a league before us, and a barriei; 
of steep cliffs towering behind. There is, my dear 
madara, a kind of social solitude which fits us for society 
by training us both to think and to feel ; or rather, I 
should say, in which we are trained, solitude being but 
the school, imagination and the social affections the 
teachers. Let me illustrate : 1 lie all alone on the sea- 
shore, but in imagination my friend i.s seated beside 
me, and so my thoughts and feelings are thrown into 
Khe conversational mould. My attention is alive to 
what is passing around me, my memory active, my 
reasoning faculties in operation, my fancy in full play; 
and all this because the convei-sation must be kept up. 

I And thus friendship and solitude operate on my thoughts, 
as the waves operate on the pebbles which lie in heaps 
around me. There is a continual action, a ceaseless 
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working, till the rude iinshapen ideas, like the brolcen 
fragments of rock, are rounded and polished, and display 
all their peculiarities of texture, and all their shades of 
colour. 

'After ail — ^and I speak from experience — controrersj-, 
though often a necessary evil, is invariably 8 great one. 
Never in nil my life did I sin so grievously against my 
neighbour and my own better feelings, as when battling 
about two years ago for my towns-folks and myself in 
the affair of the chapel, and this, though my own con- 
science, and the best people I knew, assured me I was 
in the right 

' You must surely have admired in tbe Paradise 
Lost, that expansiveness of moral prospect (if I may so 
speak) which the poet has spread out before his readers. 
The work resembles a lofty range of terraces rising one 
above the other, and the grand object to be contem- 
plated from each of these is the Fall. In our ascent 
upwards we first use the terrace of human nature, and 
turn towards the object. It is too near, and too much 
on a level with us, to be descried other than imperfectly. 
We see it only as a thing of sin and suffering originating 
in a sceptical disobedience and the wild impulses of a 
blind desire. We ascend to the second terrace (it is 
tlie place of the fiends) and look down ; the object appears 
in a clearer light, — we see it as the result of deep 
crooked design and a malice as artful as profound. We 
then ascend to the top eminence; it is occupied by the 
throne of Deity ; the prospect spreads out before us in 
all its completeness. We see the blind impulse destined 
and directed by an unerring agent,^ — the little crooked 
design forming part of a plan as extensive as 'tis faultless, 
— infinite wisdom making use of folly as one of its means, 
and infinite goodness effecting its purposes by hatred 
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malevolence. But what, you ask, is all this to the 
)08e ? Much. Let us try whether we cannot ascend 
the several terraces, and catch a glimpse from each 
of them of the question now agitating the Church. 
From the first we see a scene of contention and uproar ; 
much good feeling lost and much bad argument found ; 
the Christian sunk in the politician, and the peace of the 
Gospel swallowed up amidthe dissensions of the Churches. 
We reach the second terrace, and the view begins to 
open. We see in both parties the good and the bad 
linked together by a common cause, and grown carele.is 
of that only true and legitimate distinction which had 
hitherto held them apart, — we see the infidel and the 
Christian dissenter united on the one side, the cold- 
blooded hireling and the useful minister on the other. 
Could the old deceiver have fallen on a more ingenious 
stratagem for neutralizing the effects of Christianity than 
this of binding together the dead antl the living? Let 
us now ascend, but with becoming reverence, the sum- 
mit of the eminence. The view expands ; we see that 
the effervescence below, however unconscious the dis- 
cordant elements which produce it, is tending to good, 
— to the purification of an excellent and venerable 
Church, which, however, tike that of Pergamos, has its 
"few things " that are evil. The whole structure is 
assailed, and the unsolid parts of it must full. The 
good, not the wealthy or titled, must choose its teachers, 
— the hireling must resign his stipend, the Arminian 
quit his pulpit. 

' In copying for me you cannot, as you truly observe, 
go far wrong. Our tastes may, perhaps, vary in some of 
their decisions, but they are evidently of the same family. 
Collins' beautiful Ode on the Superstitions of the High- 
I have seen, but not for the last ten years. I 
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wished much for a copy of it when selecting matters for 
my Traditions ; and I have still a volutne of these to 
wi-ite i but really I must not put you to the drudgery of 
copying; it is worse than being chained at the oar. 
Tell Miss Grant how much I long to see her in Cromarty. 
If you visit me in ray little room (I am not quite so nice 
on this point as cannte Elshy) she, I trust, will accom- 
pany you ; and that you may see it in all its glorious 
confusion, I shall neither arrange the books nor mend 
the broken pane. Remember, 'tis I alone who am t« 
be your CaUban during your stay in " the island." 

" III show Uiee the beet aprings ; I'll pluck thee betriee ; 
III &Bh for thco, and get thee wood enough. 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pi^piutH, 
Wilt thou go with me? " 

' Cromarty, OcL 29. 1833. 

' The night has fallen, — a still, dreamy sort of night, 
faintly lighted Up by the moon. About half an hour 
ago I was out among the woods, — they weie gloomy 
and ghostly, for twilight liad begun to darken, and the 
trees are all in their winding-sheets of red or yellow, 
except where, in the more exposed comers of the wood, 
they stand like so many naked skeletons, stretching their 
bare, meagre arms towards the sky. I was in a rather 
low mood before going out, and there is little chance of 
one's recovering one's spirits by walking through a 
decaying wood in a cloudy evening of autumn. Mine 
sunk miserably. I remember that, some twelve years 
ago, I used often to wish that I could retire from the 
world altogether. I would have fain built myself a 
little rustic hut in the most secluded recess of some 
lonely valley, or in the depths of some solitary wood, or 
under the uninhabited precipices of some uninhabited 
sliore ; and in that hut would I have amused myself, a3 
I fondly thought, with my books, and mj 
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my pen, — in digging my little garden and tending my 
few goats. I linve pictured to myself the snngness and 
comfort of ray little apartment in some boisterous night 
of winter, when the winds would be howling over my 
roof, and the rains pattenng on my casement,— trees 
creaking, streams dasliing, waves roaring, and the whole 
heavens and the whole earth a scene of uproar and con- 
tention. Within all would be quietness, except that 
the flame would be rattling in the chimney, — throwing 
its cheerful reflection on ray stool, my table, my little 
cupboard, my few books, and my bed. Every season 
was to have its own peculiar pleasures for me, and its 
own particular study ; the phenomena of nature, the 
wisdom of the poet, the workings of ray own mind, — 
each, all of these, were to furnish me with employment. 
And thus I was to spend ray days, until at length death, 
no veiy unwelcome visitor, would call in upon me, and 
my cabin would become ray grave. Such was the 
dream of the boy, — of one who had but just begun to 
know life as it presents itself to the children of poverty 
and labour, and who was not aware that the irrational 
and inanimate worlds are much less interesting objects 
of study than the world of raen ; or that, by retiring 
into one's own raind, one may become more completely 
a hermit, than by retiring into a desert. I was em- 
ployed in thinking of nil this in ray walk to-night ; in 
calling up the variou.'s circumstances of my drcim, and 
in feeling, from an experience not a little strengthened 
by the depression of the moment, how very fallacious 
its promise of happiness. The best and strongest- 
minded of us, my dear raadara, cannot always be happy 
in our own resources alone. We have all of" us our 
hours and days of languor and melancholy, when we 
must look without ourselves for comfort. Seldom have 
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friend. I quitted the wood with its mourn ful-looking 
trees, and its heaps of withered leaves, and came home 
to write to you 

' It seems Allan Cunningham, the Galloway stone- 
mason, is engaged at present in preparing a new 
edition of Bums ^vith a memoir. He is desirous of 
procuring all the unpublished information which still 
exists regarding him, and as I once chanced to meutioa 
to Mr Carruthers, with whom Cunningham is intimate, 
that the Mr Russel whom the poet has brought so often 
and so conspicuously forward in his satirical poems, re- 
sided for several years as a schoolmaster in Croraartv, I 
was now applied to for all of his history I could glean from 
tradition. I wrote as requested, and produced a letter 
interesting for its facts. . . . They may ser\e to show 
that Burns, in his quarrels with the evangeHcal clergi', 
might possibly have been less piqued ivith what was 
good in their rehgion, than with what was bad in some 
of theuiselvea, an opinion not generally entertained ; and 
that his stinging sarcasms were no chance arrows sent 
from a bow drawn at a venture, but true to character 
and fact. The descriptions of Russel in the satires, 
with the anecdotes of the latter which I have been able 
to collect, piece completely into one character. 

' I am at present employed in the churchyard, ond 
busily employed too,— for you must not suppose that I 
am always as idle as when you were here ; on the con- 
trary, there is perhaps scarcely a less indolent man in 
the country-side; though I love dearly to have the 
choosing of my own employment, and could never vet 
submit to be converted into a mere machine, I have at 
times, for weeks together, been performing the labour of 
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almost two men,— writing neariy as much as men who 
ouly write, and hewing as much as men who only hew; 
but were the writing or hewing either to be imposed on 
me as a task, I would be niiserabL-.' 

' Cromarty, December 16, 1833. 

I ' I have been low-spirited and unhappy. You 

remember the fine-looking young man, a cousin of mine, 
that Miss Kcid pointed out to you when you were in 
Cromarty two years ago? He is dead. At the time I 
was enjoying so much in your company at Nigg he was 
lying on a bed of sickness in a foreign land, with neither 
friend nor relative to sraoothe his pillow or speak him 
comfort. Poor Walter ! His story is a melancholy one ! 
He was long attached to a yoimg girl of Cromarty, and 
in forming his little scheme of future happiness, he had 
laid down bis union with her as its very ground-work ; 
but seeing, from the miserable depression of trade, little 
chance of providing for her in this country, he crossed 
the Atlantic in the hope that his exertions would secure 
for liira in America what they had failed in procuring 
for him here. Alas, he has found only a grave. Poor 
fellow ! He had a kind, warm heart, and all his acquaint- 
ances here regret him sincerely ; what may not I ? We 
grew up together from our mutual childhood as play- 
mates and companions; and though for the last twelve 
years we were less in each other's company, for our pur- 
suits were different, and mine led me to be much alone, 
we still continued to love and respect each other. You 
remember his appearance. He was a well-built man of 
sis feet, but ffom his being so justly proportioned, he 
did not seem so tall ; he had an iron constitution and 
great bodily strength, and when in Cromarty, he used 

.. to expose himself with impunity to all the various hard- 
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ships whicb, in this part of the country, spirited young 
men sometimes subject themselves to in quest of amuse- 
ment. He has lain, in the season of the herring fishery, 
night after night, in an open boat on the Moray Frith, 
and watched with liis gun for hours together, in the 
severest weather, for the otter and cormorant. Con- 
fiding in this strength of constitution without taking 
into account the difference of climate, he seems to have 
exposed himself in the same way among the woods and 
rivers of America. In crossing in a small vessel, late in 
September, one of the great lakes, he imprudently slept 
on deck during the night, and on landing was seized by 
a fever, which carried him off in about fen days. You 
will forgive me for dwelling so much on so melancholy 
a subject. I cannot get the poor fellow out of my sight. 
' There are a few brief passages in his history that I 
know would interest you, were I but in the mood of 
telling them. About four years ago, when engaged in 
writing my letters on the herring fishery, I went out 
with him in a httlc boat to renew my acquaintance with 
the various phenomena of the Frith, and rowed about 
twenty miles into the open sea. There came on a dis- 
mal night of wind and rain, and when, after folding 
myself in the sail, I had lain down and fallen asleep, the 
tossing of the boat was such that ray covering was un- 
rolled, fold after fold, until at length I lay exposed to 
the showers and the spray. I was awakened abont 
midnight by Walter wrapping me up as carefully as a 
mother would her child, and heard him remark to one 
of our companions that, come of himself what might, he 
could not sec cousin Miller lie catching hi? death in 
way. "The puir chield," he added, " is better at 
three things than at taking care o' himsel'." I cannot 
I tell you how often I think of this incident, or how 
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painful the reflection that there should be no o»e to 
bestow on him the care and attention which he could so 
kvish on another. 

* Some eight years ago he resided for a twelvemonth 
or two in Edinburgh. There was a sister of his father's 
who had married and settled in Ayrshire well-nigh 
thirty years before, and between whom and her relatives 
in the north country, there liad been little intercourse 
from that period. Walter, however, had often heard of 
his aunt, and that in disposition, especially in her attach- 
ment to her friends, she very much resembled himself; 
and so, setting out from Edinburgh, he walked nearly a 
hundred miles to pay ber a visit. He reached the 
village in which she resided on the evening of the 
Becond day, and on being shown her house, introduced 
himself to her as a person from Cromarty, who had 
lately seen her brother. She started at the sound of his 
voice. " Can it be possible," she asked, " that you are a 
Bon of his ?" Walter smiled, and clasping her hand in 
both his, " I have taken a long walk," he said, "just to 
see you, and get acquainted with my cousins and your 
husband." The poor woman was aifected to tears. 

' A fine-looking young woman, one of her daughters, 
entered the apartment. " Come here, Jessie," said the 
aunt, " and see your cousin, whose kind heart haf 
brought liim all the way from the north country to htfl 
friends in Ayrshire." Some one cried out in the nexi 
room, " Bring nie to him, too. mother." It was a poofl 
little girl who had been confined for years to her bed by 
an affection of the spine. Walter had to sit beside her, 
and look over all her playthings ; and when he was 
going to rise, she locked her arms round his neck, and 
held him fast till she fell asleep. 

A few dava after he was invited with his cousin 
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Jessie to a country ball. Jessie, though attached to 
another to whom she was married shortly after, was yet 
as proud of hira as if he were her lover. She intro- 
duced him to her little circle of friends, young women 
like herself ; and Wnlter, who danced par excellence, and 
was a thorough adept in all the little arts of gallantry, 
was quite the Adonis of the evening. Some of the lads 
of the place, however, who were but ill pleased to see 
the handsome young man of the north more a favourite 
with their sweethearts than themselves, and carrying 
away all the luck of the ball, contrived to fasten a quarrel 
on him, and Walter, who was quite as ready in meeting 
an enemy as a friend, knocked one of them down. 
This took place in a kind of ante-roora. In on instant 
he was attacked by four of the party at once, but leaping 
into a corner of the room, where he could keep them 
abreast of him, he found abundant employment for them 
all, I have never seen in a human arm so immense a 
structure of bone and sinew, — his wrist used to remind 
me of the lower part of a horse's leg. lie was fighting 
on at least equal terms with the four when the sweet- 
heart of Jessie, an active young fellow, drawn to the 
place by the noise of the fray, took part with hira, and 
turned the tide in a twinkling. Ever after this night 
his cousins used to regard him as quite a prodigy. On 
the day he parted from them the poor little sick girl 
cried herself into a fever ; and his aunt, ere she could 
take leave of him, walked with him for more than six 
miles, standing every few paces to bid him farewell, and 
then losing heart and going on a little farther. Does 
not all this give you the idea of a man whom one could 
love very much ? ' 

The rest of the letter is occupied chiefly with details 
respecting Cousin Walter, which are given in the Schools 
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rand Schoolmasters, one or two being added which it 
is unnecessary to quote. Miller says that Walter was, 
like himself, ' a Whig in principle, and a Tory in feeling, 
— a Tory at least as far as a profound respect for the great 
and the venerable can constitute one such.' It is im- 
portant to have this description of his relation to Whig- 
ism on the one hand, and to Toryism on the other, in 
his own words. It exactly corresponds to the fact. 

He refers in the same letter to an offer of pecuniary 
assistance which Miss Dunbar has made him, with the 
same object as that of Miss Fraser. He firmly declines 
to accept it; but, with chivalrous delicacy of feeling, half 
confesses that he may be carrying his assertion of inde- 
pendence too far, and begs her to pardon him the excess 
of a virtue to which he has owed much. ' " It is not given 
to man," says your favourite Sir James Mackintosh, "to 
rest in the proper medium." And why ? Because in 
the nature of things the principle that holds us aloof 
from one class of derelictions tends to precipitate us on 
another. We stand withui a circle the whole circum- 
ference of which is evil, and cannot recede from any one 
point in it without approaching nearer to some other 
point. And if, in this way, the spirit which has been 
bestowed upon me to preserve me from all the little 
meannesses of solicitation, and to secui-e to me in my 
humble sphere that feeling of self-respect, without which 
no one can fulfil the duties of a man, or deserve the 
respect of others, should at times impel me towards the 
opposite extreme, and make me in some little degree 
jealous of even the kindness of a friend, will you not 
tolerate in me a weakness so necessarily, so inseparably 
connected with that species of strength which renders 
me, if anything do3S, in some measure worthy your 
friendship ? ' 
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Last of all, he glaiices at Cromarty politics, de- 
claring that he had narrowly escaped being made a 
Councillor in a late Burgh election, and had ' fought 
a8 hard to get out of the way of preferment as most 
of his townspeople did to get in its way,' Thus ends a 
letter aa long as an ordinary essay. Before despatchmg 
his next to Miss Dunbar, be has learned from her that 
she is suffering under dangerous illness. 

'Crorasrly, JaDuary 10, 1834. 

' The feelings with which I perused your last letter 
were of a very different nature from those ever imparted 
to me by any of your former ones. Would that I could 
hghten you of but half your burden. But, alas (how 
poor and insufficient are the friendships of earth) ! there 
are evils in which there can be no co-partners. How 
frequently do our better feelings seem bestowed upon 
us merely to teach us how very weak we arc ; and how 
little else may it be in our power to give to those to 
whom we have already given our best affections. It is 
well, however, that there is one friend who, more sin- 
cerely such than any other, is infinitely more powerful 
too. He is willing to bestow every good upon us, and 
quite as able as He is willing. 

' You are going to Edinburgh, and will, I trust, soon 
return in stronger health and with brigliter prospects. 
Do not suffer your spirits to droop. Regard the past as an 
earnest of the future, and cherish the invigoraling hope 
that there may be yet many years of life and happiness 
before you. But there is a hope better and surer and 
raore invigorating still, that you do well to cherish. 
How cheering it is that our present liltle day, with its 
clonds and its storms and its momentary gleams of brief 
and imperfect sunshine, with its chill and troubled 
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evening, and its long mid gloomy night, is but the pre- 
lude to a day placid and unclinnging, in which our snn 
shall never be clouded and never go down ! The more 
my experience of life and of man, the deeper my con- 
viction of the truth of Christianity. It is so entirely 
fitted to our nature and to our wants. I do not think 
it possible for us to form a thorough attachment to any 
except individuals of our own species ;— we may have 
some little regard for inferior natures, and may bow be- 
fore a superior with awe and adoration ; but it is on a 
human breast only that we can, as it were, rest our 
whole souls ; — and what but human sympathies alone 
can meet and mingle with ours ! The deist may bend 
before his God, but can he for a moment entertain the 
thought that there is aught of amity in the feeHng with 
which he looks upwards, and the feeling with which that 
imaginary being looks down? He did not "know what 
was in man " who first made such a religion. How 
well it is for ws that there is so complete an adaptation, 
in this respect, between our nature and the nature of 
Him iu whom we believe ;^ — that He whom we worship 
as God is also man, one whose tears burst out over the 
grave of a dead friend and whose bosom supported the 
head of a living one; — one who has endured sorrow and 
suffered pain,— one who was born like ourselves, feared 
death as w^e fear it, and died as certainly as we must 
die. God grant, my dear madam, that we may have 
Him for our common friend ! He loves us much better 
than we can love one another, and can sympathize with 
m more sincerely. But He can do more than love and 
sympathize, and we cannot. He can comfort and heal. 
The man who wept over the tomb of Lazarus, com- 
manded as God that Lazarus should come forth, and the 
dead came. I know you will not be offended with me 
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for indulging in this mood ; — I am light-hearted and 
foolish, and indulge in it too seldom ; and yet there is 
surely nothing which should be so conducive to lightness 
of henit as the truths on which it dwells. 

' When last in the parish of Nigg with John (Swan- 
son), we ascended together the eminence from whence 
two short months before I had the pleasure in your 
company of looking over so wide and diversified a pros- 
pect. But oh, what a melancholy change has that 
brief period produced. You remember how the distant 
mountain seemed melting into the sky and of a hue 
scarcely less transparent ; — how the patches of wood oa 
the range of hills which rise towards the north, touched 
and but barely touched by the Midas-like hand of Au- 
tumn, seemed so many pieces of embroidery on a ground 
of purple; — how the Frith of Cromarty lay in all its 
extent before us, — a huge mirror over which two little 
Bilvery clouds were cocjuetting with their oivn shadows ; 
— how the mirror -frame on either side was embossed 
with trees and fields and villages,^ — all enveloped in 
brightness and beauty ;^how tlie distant friths and the 
great sea beyond were sleeping beside their shores as if, 
having sworn an eternal peace with them, they were 
soliciting confidence by showing how much they trusted; 
— and how even the very rocks themselves, bold and 
rugged, and abrupt, as they are at all times, were so 
coloured by the season, and so relieved by the sunshine 
that their very savageness seemed but a sterner beauty I 
But why all this ? — a single recollection will do more 
for you than fifty such descriptions. You remember, 
then, that the scene was one of the most pleasing, — 
beautiful in all its parts, — sublime as a wbole. \Mien I 
last gazed on it I deemed it one of the dreariest I ever 
All the higher grounds were covered with snow 
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or enveloped in cloud ; — all the lower were dark as tlie 
surface of a morass. The woods, brown and sombre, 
seemed like the dark spots on the face of the moon, so 
many cavities scooped out of the sides of the hills. The 
sky was of a dull leaden hue, — the sea of a colour ap- 
proaching to black except where edged along the shores 
with a broad friuge of foam. I could think of it only 
as a huge monster stretching its immense arms into the 
bowels of the land, and could liken it only to the Brah- 
minical hieroglyphs of the terrible man-lion starting 
from its colurau, and tearing to pieces the blaspheming 
prince. Was not the scene a gloomy one ? I did not 
then know you were unwell, or the contrast would have 
struck mc still more forcibly. Your letter has tinged 
all my thoughts with sadness.' 

' Cromarty, Februajy 14, 1831. 
' I need hardly tell you that I never yet received 
I more truly welcome letter than your last; the very 
handwriting on the cover was worth a whole file of 
ordinary epistles. I trust I am not too sanguine when 

II anticipate for you many happy days in the future, 
days in which you will live, as in the past, not more for 
yourself than for your friends, and in which, enjoying all 
that is truly good in the present world, you will only 
occasionally be reminded that physical like moral evil 
has a tendency to destroy itself, and that there is a world 
in which evil, either physical or moral, can have no place. 
1 often think of the truly noble sentiment expressed in 
your letter of the 8th January, and fully acquiesce in it. 
No one can think aright of the weakness of our nature 
without seeing that there is much to fear; but then, no 
one, on the other hand, can believe in the goodness of the 
Almighty without feeling that there is much also to hope. 
' What shall I say of the warm interest you continue 
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to take iu the fate of my luckless History? nay, rather, 
what can I say when I think that that interest shooh! 
be manifested at such a time ! This much at least, that 
those philosophers who resolve all our affections into a 
principle of selfishness, must have had little experience 
of true friendship. I am afraid you will render me quite 
a bankrupt by your kindnesses, that my gratitude will 
never he able to keep pace with them. Sir Thomas 
too ! Whatever my fate may be in the future, it is not 
likely T shall ever forget that a gentleman so high in the 
political and literary world should have so honoured me 
with his notice, and so interested himself in my behalf. 
So far, at least, as yon and be are concerned, I find that 
my pride and my gratitude are mixed up into one senti- 
ment ; and though the better feeling is perhaps less pure 
in consequence of the alloy, it will, like everything else 
of value that is hardcTied by a baser mixture, be rendered 
all the more indestructible by it. 

' I am engaged as busily at present with my second 
volume as if my first had already passed iuto a third 
edition, and I have got the larger half of it written, but 
in a style so like that of the former, that if the one sink 
the other can have no chance of rising. I am not with- 
out hope of becoming a more skilful writer than I am at 
present, but it must be in some department of literature 
in which I can employ my mind more than in my pre- 
sent walk. I often find it too narrow for me, and that, 
while I am gossiping over my old-wife stories and dress- 
ing up little ideas in very common language, my more 
vigorous powers are standing idly by, perhaps pining 
away for lack of esercise. But I must complete the 
work at all risks, were it but for the sake of poor 
Cromarty, before I take up anything else. I am no 
hypocrite in literature, but an honest, right-hearted 
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devotee, to «'honi composition is quite its own reward ; 
and tnily it would need. How maHy of my chapters, 
tliiiik you, will Professor Wilson read? Some of them 
are mortally heavy, and should he stumble on two or 
three of these, alas for my Traditions ! 

* The story of the shipwreek to which you allude is a 
truly affecting one, but you are only partinlly acquainted 
with the circumstances which render it such. The master 
was a fine young fellow barely turned of nineteen, who 
had just been promoted to the charge, and who, on quit- 
ting harbour on his first and last unfortunate trip, shook 
his father heartily by the hand and assured him that 
neither he nor mother might need want for anything 
now. It was the first voyage too in the ill-fated vessel 
to the lad Junner, — a rough frank-hearted sailor, who, a 
few days before, had quitted, under circumstances highly 
honourable to him, a smack in which he had sailed for 
several years. On coming down on the preceding trip 
from London in very storoiy weather, a large wood- 
freighted American ship, when passing within a few 
hundred yards of the vessel in which he sailed, was 
struck by a sudden squall and fairly upset. Thirteen of 
the crew succeeded in clambering to the keel, where they 
began to cry for assistance in tones so fearfully energetic 
that the sounds have been ringing in the ears of some of 
the smacksmcn ever since. There was a high broken 
Bca running at the time, but Junner, a thorough-bred 
seaman, convinced of the possibility of saving at least 
some of the poor men, weared ship and bore down on 
the wreck, when the master caiue on deck and pro- 
nouncing the attempt impracticable ordered him to bear 
away. Junner remonstrated, backed by our old friend 
Giluiour; nothing could he easier, he said, than by run- 
uing under the lee of the foundered vessel, to open up a 
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communicafion with the men on the keel. The master, 
however, a low fellow, who had got charge of the smack 
only the voyage before, did not choose to risk himself in 
the attempt, and the poor men on the wreck were left to 
their fate. Before losing sight of them, their number 
was lessened to eleven ; and Junner, who, had the rest 
of the crijw backed hira, would have rescued them in 
spite of the master, vowed that he wotdd never set foot 
again in the same vessel with a wretch so unfeeling. 
He accordingly engaged with the poor young master of 
the Oak, and perished with him a few days after. 

' I met in one of my walks, a few days after the dis- 
aster, with a yonng lady, and our conversation happened 
to turn on it. " I am sorry," she said, "for the master, 
poor young fellow ! and for the wife and children of 
Junner, but he himself was so rude in his manners, and 
so ungrateful to the owners of the vessel iu which he 
had sailed so long, that I cannot be sorry for him." I 
saw that she had been misinformed regarding him, and 
set her right. But why relate so commonplace an in- 
cident as this ? I will tell you why. I am placed at 
present in a rather unusual point of observation with 
respect to the two classes of society of which our little 
town, and indeed every other town, small or great, is 
composed. I see all that is passing among our trades- 
folk and labourers, and know all their opinious ; I see, 
too, much of what is passing among the people of a 
higher sphere, and have been acquainted with their 
opinions also. And what is the result ? That there 
exists little good-will between them, and that their 
mutual suspicions and jealousies are effects, in the 
greater number of instances, of mistake and misconcep- 
tion. They are so divided, tliat they never meet to 
compare notes ; — a sad state of society, siu-ely, in such 
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times as the present, when popular opinion is so power- 
ful and 30 conscious of its i)ower. What wonder, that 
the people of a whole country-side should interest them- 
selves in the fate of such a man as poor Junner, or that 
they should feel indignant at those who could misrepre- 
sent his character in the way related! True, the misre- 
presentation could not have originated with those who 
would be hated and reviled for it, were the people to 
come to hear of it ; the author is probably some mean 
little thing that has wriggled itself into the ear of one 
whose notice it would deem a bargain at any price, and 
which it has purchased at the cheap rate of be- 
traying a few secrets, and telling a great many false- 
hoods. But the people would never thmk of asking who 
the author was. They never distinguish between those 
who credit and those who invent,— indeed they are at 
too great a distance to make the distinction ;^and thus 
there are heart-burnings produced and jealousies fostered, 
which even in the present day destroy the better chari- 
ties of society, and which must produce still sadder 
cfiFects in the future. " If," says Lockhart in his Life 
of Bums, " the boundary-lines of society are observed 
with increasing strictness among us, — if the various 
orders of men still day by day feel the chord of sympa- 
thy relaxing, — we may well lament over symptoms of s 
disease in tlie body politic which, if it goes on, must find 
sooner or later a fatal ending." There is true philoso- 
phy in this remark ; and it is not one of the most harm- 
less consequences of such a state, that the higher orders 
should have so often to form tlieir opinions of the lower 
on the data furnished by the eaves-dropper and the tale- 
bearer. I need not tell you that during tlie week I 
passed at Forres 1 saw much that delighted me, but I 
iave not yet told you what it was that delighted me 
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most: — just jour manner of addressing the poor people 
whom you occasionally met by the way ; the frank in- 
quiry, the kind reply, the good-humoured remark, the 
caress liestowed on the child, the compliment paid to the 
mother,— in short, the numberless proofs of this kind 
which you so unwittingly gave me, that your sympathies 
crossed the broad line of demarcation and found 
human nature on the other side, inspired me with a re- 
spect for your character which no opposite course could 
have led me to entertain. I have often said to myself. 
Give me an aristocracy of Miss Dunbars, and we shall 
have no Revolution for a century to come.' 

'Cromarty, Marcli 29, ISM. 
' You have returned to Forres. Would that it were 
under happier auspices and with brighter hopes. But I 
do trust that in the quiet of retirement, and amid all that 
constitutes home, you will find that there yet remains 
for you much of comfort and enjoyment. I cannot 
suffer myself to think that my friend is to be other than 
happy, and would fain beheve what I so earnestly wish. 
There is a moral alchemy which can transmute the e\ils 
of life into blessings, and you are not unacquainted with 
the secret. Besides, it is wonderful how our bodies, and 
our minds too, accommodate themselves to the cii-cum- 
stances in which we are placed, and how even amid 
much pain, and much unavoidable depression of spirits, 
enough of pleasure may be found to render life de- 
simble. I would fain have something to build upon 
regarding you, — were it but the consideration how rest 
proves positive enjoyment to those who labour, and a 
cessation of pain positive happiness to those who suffer. 
1 would fain find something to solace me in the story of 
the prisoner, who found his dungeon for the first few 
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weeks so utterly dark that he coulil hardly distinguish 
day and niglit in it, but whose eye became so accustomed 
to the gloom, that he could at length see the smalleat 
insect creeping along the floor. But there is in reality 
only one source from whence comfort may be drawn, — 
the mercy of that Ood wlio does not afflict willingly, 

and whose goodness is equal to His power 

' I spent two hours very agreeably a few nights ago 
on the wide tract of sand, that in large spring tides 
stretches beneath the town. The stream was one of the 
largest I ever saw : I could walk dry-shod over tracts of 
beach, which in ordinary ebbs are covered by wcll-nigll 
five feet of water. The evening was cold and stormy, 
and yet half the children of the town were frolicking 
over the sands, — some gathering periwinkles or catching 
razor fish, and not a few philosophizing, like myself, on 
a class of vegetables and animals so unlike the pro- 
ductions of either kingdom we were accustomed to meet 
• with on land. There is no study so universally a favourite 
as the study of natural history, and at no age are people 
of the common order such minute observers as in their 
childhood. One half the degree of attention bestowed 
hy the boy on the wonders that surround him, would 
render the man a philosopher. Among the juvenile 
philosophers of the ebb, I saw a little deaf boy watch- 

Iing with much apparent interest a contest between a 
large buckie and a young razor fish. The buckie had 
inserted its proboscis into the shell of the latter, and 
was pulling out the poor tenant, who seemed incapable 
of any other mode of resistance than the very inefficient 
one of rendering itself difficult to be swallowed. I saw , 
another little thing of about sis years, turning over with 
a stick that strange -looking animal which wc term the 
sea-snail (naturalists have another name for it), and 
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admiring its uncouth conformation. By the way, there 
is soraething singular iiboiit this animal which I have 
never yet seen noticed, and which I must set myself 
more minutely to examine. I remember that when 
saiUng my little ship some eighteen yeai-s ago, I once or 
twice aceideotally set my foot on a sea-snail, and there 
exuded from it, in consequence of the pressure, a blood- 
like liquor which tinged the water with crimson for 
yards around. You know the famous purple of the 
Tyrians — the finest and most precious of all the ancient 
dyes — is said to have been extracted from some unknown 
species of fish. What if that fish be the sea-snail ! 
Would it not be rare good fun, think you, to restore one 
of the lost inventions, and thiit solely for the benefit of 
one's fair countrywomen ? I do not know whether you 
be acquainted with the animal. It is a reptile-looking 
thing about four inches in length and two in breadth 
when at the largest, of an oval shape, and furnished 
with legs resembling those of a caterpillar magnified. 
The back is of a dusky brown and covered witli hair, 
which, when the animal is alive, seems tinged with all the 
hues of the rainbow, but which fades into a dirty sand 
colour when it is dead. I have observed that more 
unusual phenomcua are to be seen in a large spring ebb 
than in twenty ordinary ones ; for though the water 
falls only a few feet lower, in these few almost all the 
plants and all the animals are uncommon. On ascend- 
ing a high mountain in a tropical country, the botanist 
after rising a certain height finds it girded round with 
a broad strip of vegetation composed of the plants of a 
more temperate climate ; he ascends, and finds iu a 
second belt the trees and plants of still colder countries ; 
anon he arrives at a third belt, then at a fourth, and at 
length, bordering on the liue where all vegetation ceases. 
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he meets with the mosses and lichens of Greenland and 
Nova Zeuibla, Something analogous to this may be 
seen on the wastes left uncovered by tlic ebb of such a 
stream tide as the last. First we pass over a sterile 
region of waterworn pebbles and gravel, and meet with 
neither animal nor vegetable life. Then we reach a 
strip of plants of a deep green colour, some of them 
resembling tufts of hair, some of them broad-leaved, and 
of a texture exceedingly delicate. The small green crab 
and many-eyed star-fish are natives of this region. We 
then arrive at a strip, broader than the last, of brown 
furcated weeds, beneath which we find whole colonies of 
the black periwinkle, and the craw-fish buckie. A 
waste of sand succeeds, inhabited by several varieties of 
shell fish of the bivalve species, and sprinkled with tufts 
of long sea-grass and brown rope-weed. We find in it, 
besides, the saud-worm, the builder-worm, and the 
yellow-spined sea urchin. A stony region comes next, 
shaggy and rough with kelp weed and smooth-stemmed 
tangle, and abounding with the cow-cockle, the brown 
toad-like crab, and the large strong-shelled buckie. 
Last of all, we find at the water's edge a forest of rough- 
stemmed tangles, the favourite resort of the red crab, 
the pink-coloured sea urchin, the dwarf lobster, and the 
lump fish. But I perceive I am giving you rather an 
index than a description. Ever since I recollect myself 
I had a turn for the study of natural history, — not the 
natural history of books, but of the woods and the 
fields and the sea-shore. I was studying it all unwit- 
tiugly when my friends thought I was doing nothing, 
or worse ; and I now find that through my predilection 
for it, I have learned more in the days I played truant 
than in those I attended the school. Who knows 
whether I may not yet turn my acquaintance with it to 
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some account ! I question whether Sir Tlioinas had any 
thoughts twenty years ago of coming before tlie public 
as the editor of a woi-k on natural history. 

' Lady Ciare is going on with her improvements on 
her newly purchased property, and threw down a few 
days ago a little old house, which, with its low serrated 
gable to the street, ran back, in what Professor Jameson 
calls the Flemish style, into the heart of the garden 
behind. And what of that? you may say. Not much to 
any one but me, but 1 have grieved for that httle old 
house as for a friend. I have spent in it some of the 
happiest hours I ever spent anywhere. The front part 
of it was occupied' by the shop of a house-pain ler, hut 
in the upper part there was a httle room, which during 
his apprenticeship my poor deceased friend, William 
Ross, used to call his own. He slept in it, and drew 
in it, and wrote in it, and took in it many a review 
of the past, and formed many a hope for the future. I 
saw his hand-writing on the wall, in a much -admired 
quotation from Blair's Grave. 

" Sure the loet end 
or the giioJ man is peace I How calm liie exit I 
Night devv-B fall not more gently to the groand, 
Nor weary worn-ont winds expire so soft." 

I have heard him repeat the passage at a time when he 
little thought it was to be soon reahzed in himself. For 
the last fortnight I have been employed in writing; a bio- 
graphical sketch of him, which is to serve as one of the 
chapters of my second volume ; and it will not, I trust, 
prove one of the least interesting. He has now been in 
his grave these six years, and yet my recollections of 
him are as fresh as if he died yesterday. I cannot 
forget him, and if I myself be ever known to the world, 
the world shall know why.' 
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The last- mentioned intention Miller made good. A 
separate biographical sketch of Ross from his pen I 
have not, indeed, seen, and no second volume of Tradi- 
tions was ever published ; but he has immortalized liis 
friend in the Schools and Schoolmasters. 

The letter of Mrs Grant of Laggan, author of the 
once popular Letters from the Highlands, referred to 
by Miller in the letter which follows, was written to her 
friend Miss Dunbai-, and contained a very favourable 
opinion of Miller. 

' Cromarly. April 22, 1 834. 

' How shall I thank you for your elegant gift ? I 
have already spent some hours in admiring it, and every 
time it catches my eye I can gaze on it with fresh in- 
terest. There are some faces which one never tires of 
looking at — transparent sort of faces, through which we 
can see the soul; and Sir James's is aa decidedly one of 
this class as any I ever saw. Did you ever before see 
an e-tpression so unequivocally indicative of the pure 
good-tempered benevolence, which one cannot but love, 
blent with that calm but awful dignity of thought which 
one cannot but revere ? One of the first political works 
I read with interest was Sir James's VindieitE Gallica. 
As a piece of argument it is superior to the exquisite 
volume of his opponent, and little if at all inferior to it 
as a piece of composition. The same year robbed us of 
Sir James Mackintosh and Sir Walter Scott. When shall 
another year find us with so much to lose ? 

' Speaking of faces — it will be found that those we can 
look longest at and with most pleasure bear the impres- 
fiion of the gentler and softer, rather than that of the 
more violent passions. I once saw a dead infant on 
whose placid features I could have gazed for hours to- 
gether. Tiiey were so beautifully formed and reposed 
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iQ so exquisite a trancjuillity ! The poor mother was 
weeping besida it ; the father, though less subdued, had 
not leas to contend with ; the features of two or three 
relatives wore the downcast expression befitting the cx;- 
casion, — but there it lay, in the midst of sorrow and 
melancholy, the happiest looking thing that death had 
ever passed over. There was an air of intelligence, too, 
about it which a masterly sculptor might perhaps have 
transferred to a piece of marble, but which was asso- 
ciated with feelings which no piece of marble cotdd have 
awakened. Every one has observed how very intelligent 
cliildren sometimes look ; — it has even been supposed, 
prettily enough, though fancifully enough too, that 
infants when they suiile in their dreams are conversing 
with beings of a better world {Professor Wilson has iu- 
trodnccd the thought very happily into one of hia shorter 
poems); and so natural is the supposition, that 1 have re- 
peatedly heard it expressed by people who had borrowed 
it from no one. But the expression in the case I de- 
scribe suggested thoughts which, equally interesting, 
had more of an air of truth about thera, — thoughts of 
the new state into which what, in the language of earth, 
was termed the deceased' infant was newly born, and in 
which it might have already learned more than the 
wisest of those it had left behind, 

'And now for an incident. When gazing on the 
sweet little face footsteps were heard approaching the 
door, and the cloth was drawn over. The latch was 
raised, and a poor beggar woman, accompanied by a little 
girl and boy, the eldest not more than five years of age, 
half crossed the threshold and then stood; but on seeing 
from the furniture, which was hung with white, and the 
appearance of the bed, that there was a corpse in the 
apartment, the woman dropped a few words in Gaelic, 
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by way of apology for the interruption. She lingered, 
however, at the door, and I saw her eyes fill with tears. 
She was a widow, a native of the Western Highlands, 
which were visited that year by scarcity ; and to avoid 
starvation she had travelled as a mendicant with her 
little family, which had consisted of three children, to 
the low country, but in crossing the hills, a few days 
before, her youngest child had taken ill and died. She 
stated her simple story in a few words, and begged to be 
permitted to look at the dead infant. The face accord- 
ingly was again uncovered; but I want words to describe 
to you what followed, and yet the scene was one of the 
simplest possible. The poor woman, rather good-looking 
and young, though much worn, with nothing of the 
beggar in either her dress or expression, stood fronting 
the dead, her hands clasped on her breast, and the tears 
coursing down her cheeks. All the mother was roused 
in her; and the feelings of the other mother, reawakened 
by the excitement, were finding vent in a fresh burst of 
sorrow. Every one present, even the firmest of us, were 
affected ; while the two Highland children, holding by 
the gown of their mother, were looking anxiously at the 
object of an interest so general, — the elder with more of 
curiosity, the younger with more of terror. Would that 
I were a painter ! 

' " It is sweet," says an old poet, " to be praised by 
one whom all the world conspires in praising." Need I 
say with what feehngs I perused the letter of Mrs Grant 
of Laggan ? merely as a letter of hers, — as afi'ording an 
I instance of mind triumphing amid the decay of matter, 
' - — as furnishing a proof that the affection of a generous 
heart, neither the chills nor shadows of old age can 
darken or impair, — -I would have deemed it highly in- 
teresting and valuable i but to me it is all this and a 
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great deal more. Every man is somebody to himself; 
but r have the good fortune, and I am not dull in ap- 
preciating it, of being somebody to myself and to Mrs 
Grant too. I have been a good deal in luck in the number 
and quality of the compUmcnts paid me of late, but with 
one or two exceptions I think I can trace you either 
directly or indirectly in them all. First, my "Stanzas on 
a Sun-dial " appeared in Chambers's Edinburgh Journal. 
prefaced by a note, in which they are designated as 
nervous and elegant, and the fact that the author should 
be a working mason questioned. Next they appeared 
in a Sussex paper, in which they are pmised still more 
highly,— described, indeed, as " marked by a refinement 
of tliought, an elegance and propriety of language, that 
would do honour to the most accomplished poet of the 
day." Where, think you, did they next appear ? In a 
Newry paper, which was sent me by the editor, a mau I 
never before heard of. He is extravagant in his com- 
mendations of the whole, and some of the lines he has 
printed in italics, as peculiarly felicitous. The stanzas 
then took the round — for they seem to have pleased the 
Irishes hugely — of well-nigh half the Hibemian periodical 
press. I was just recovering my modesty, which after 
nil these shocks was, as you may think, in a bad enough 
state, when out came the second volume of Allan Cun- 
ningham's Burns, with the comphment which you have 
seen. To weigh against it, however, and keep me 
humble, I find he has compressed my letter into half its 
original bulk, and that more than half its brains have 
been squeezed out in the operation. But still there is a 
little sense left ; and tiie compliment is from Allan 
Cunningham. And now, last of all, and worth all tho 
others put together, comes the letter of Mrs Grant, But 
how, in sober fact, do I feel after all this? Grateful, I 
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trust, and certninly much pleased, but not at all elated. 
I have myself to contend with and myself to satisfy ; it 
will be a long time, I am afraid, ere I shall be successful 
in so hard a contest, or succeed in pleasing so fastidious 
a critic ; and yet until that time comes the approbation 
of others, however profound their judgment or exquisite 
their taste, will bavu the effect rather of showing me 
what I ought to be than what I am. Is it not wonder- 
ful that the fancy of Mrs Grant should be still so active, 
80 engagingly playful ? There is not less of it in her 
last brief epistle to you than in any of her earlier ones. 

' If ever my Traditions get abroad they will be all the 
better for having staid so long as home. And now, 
what shall I say of your last brief epistle ? This much 
at least, that were it ten times more brief, still I would 
value it as coming from you. At this time of day I 
need hardly tell you of the value I set on your letters, 
how fondly I treasure them up, or how often I peruse 
them i but I must not he selfish, and you will judge 
that I am not, when I say, do not for the future, till 
your health fully permits, give me more than half a 
sheet, and do not fill even that at one sitting. That 

I God may be with you, to support and comfort, is the 
earnest wish, and, I trust, earnest prayer of,' &c. 
th 
wi 
'^ 
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' Cromarty, May 8, 1834, 

' There is a poor idiot boy in 

the neighbourhood here who spends much of his time 
with me in the churchyard, and who, when I am writing 
in ray little room, frequently creeps up-stairs and squats 
himself beside mc. I never yet saw any one of the class 
in whom intellect is so entirely wanting as in this poor 
thing, lie cannot even count three ; but he has a few 
simple instincts which seem given him to supply in part 
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the waiit of the higher faculties, and (a still more 
portaiit matter) some of the lictter affections of 
nature, — love and compassion, and sorrow for the loss or 
ahsence of those who have been kind to him. It is 
interesting to find these so rudely set; — they seem 
bestowed upon him to awaken a sympathy for him in 
the breasts of those to whom he attaches himself. He 
is present, sitting beside me, babbling in nn uncouth 
imperfect dialect, which I can only partially understand, 
about himself and me. I am to get leave to sleep with 
him, and he is to give me sugar and a dram, and twoi 
eggs. Only a few days ago he lost his father; btdl 
until the day of his funeral he could not be made to 
understand that he would have to part with him. He 
was sleeping, he said, and would be well when he awoke. 
When he saw the corpse placed in the cofhn, however^ 
and people gathering for the funeral, some faint idea ra 
what had happened seemed to cross him, for he became 
silent and melancholy ; and stealing out of the house to 
where I was employed in the churohjard, he laid hold 
of me with an ' Oh, come, oh, eome, — father sleeping, — 
no waken, — no waken at all, — oh, come.' I went with 
him and followed the funeral, partly to satisfy him, partly 
out of curiosity to see the workings of nature in a min4 
80 uninformed and imperfect. He squatted down aj 
the head of the grave, and watched, with an expreasiffll 
indescribably affecting, and in which grief, astonishment 
and terror seemed equally blended, every motion of 1 
sexton and the bearers; and when the grave was filli 
and the sod placed over it, he seemed uncertain whetl 
to return home or remain where he was. He is ev 
now telling me that he is to keep part of his momill 
piece for his father, who is to come out of his grave 
morrow. I have remarked, though without well knowitt 
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on what principle to acconnt for it, that the grief or affec- 
tion of poor helpless things of this class has something in 
it which touches us more than the expression of similar 
feelings in persona possessed of an ordinary share of 
understanding. Perhaps we are more convinced of their 
sincerity, — perhaps struck by finding amid snch miser- 
able ruins of our nature a part, and that no nnimport- 
ant one, so entire and unbroken, — a human heart so 
abstracted from a human imderstanding, as to remind 
us of the story of John Huss, whose heart remained 
imconsumed among his ashes ; — or, perhaps, as they 
stand so much in need of our protection, there is a 
natural provision made for them in our bosoms, on the 
same principle that there is a provision made for the 
helplessness of children in the affection of their mothers ; 
nnd the interest taken in their uncouth expressions of 
affection, may be but a natural effect of the princi|)le. 
Whatever the cause, the feeling certainly exists, and 
some of our best writers have not disdained to appeal to 
it. The fool in Lear is not less true to his poor forlorn 
master than the most devoted of his nobles. It is Davie 
Gellatiy whom Scott has described as moaning in the 
bitterness of regret amid the ruins of the Baron'a 
mansion, and as faithful to him in his lowest extremity. 
It is Wamba, too, who of all Cedric's servants is readiest 
to lay down his life for him, like a faithful fool, and 
whose devoted attachment extorts tears from the stem 
old man, though he has none to shed over his own 

I disasters, or the dead body of his friend. 
■ Mr Stewart has just closed a course of sermons on 
(he future return of the Jews to their own land, in 
which he has delighted the thinking part of us with 
many splendid bursts of eloquence, and an immense 
ludy of original thought. Some of his bolder opinions 
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on the subject he rather hinted at than fully expressed; i 
I have succeeded, however, in laying hold of a few of 
the more interesting of these. He seems to be decidedly 
of opinion that the Jews are reserved for the accomplishn 
nicnt cii* some great purpose in the moral govemment' 
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no common outpouring of the Spirit which is to sweep 
away in that people the prejudices which, for a period of 
neariy twenty centuries, have shut thorn up to an 
obstinate rejection of the Messiah ; and when under the 
influence of that outpouring they shall set themselves to 
the study of the whole Scriptures, to fix their belief as 
a Christian Church regarding those minor points on 
which Christians at present disagree, there is little 
probability of their being led into error, or that their 
decision ahall not influence the Churches of the Gentiles. 
' I have been so fortunate of late as to procure the 
perusal of a highly interesting piece of antiquity : the 
Session Records of Cromarty during the Establishment 
of Episcopacy. They commence in the year 1074, and 
terminate in 1088, the year of the Revolution. They 
are written in an extremely old hand (which, however, 
I am antiquary enough to decipher), and from this cir- 
cumstance have lain in the archives of the Session for 
at least the last three generations unopened and unread. 
They furnish nie with a great mass of local history 
curiously stamped with the peculiar manners of the age; 
with narratives of the little, foolish bickerings and dis- 
putes of men whose sagacity we look up to as very 
superior to our own ; and stories long since forgotten 
that at one period employed all the tongues and all the 
ears of the place, for no better reason, 1 am afraid, than 
that they exposed the weakness or wickedness of an 
acquaintance or neighbour. Our great-great-grandfathers, 
I suspect, were not a whit wiser, or better, or happier 
than ourselves ; and our great-great-grandmothers, poor 
ladies, seem to have hnd quite the same passions as their 
descendants, with as little ability to coutrolthem. I see 
there are vices which, like passions, have their rise and 
decline; and that we often deem an age more virtuous 
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than our own merely because it was wicked in a diiFer. 
ent way. There were ladies of Cromarty in the gooi 
year 1G80 " maist horrible cussers," who accused oi 
another of being " witches and witch-getts, with all fhei* 
folk afore them," for generations untold; gentlemen whc 
had to stand at the pillar for unlading the boats of I 
smuggler at 1 o'clock on Sabbath night ; " maisi 
scandalous reprobates" who got drunk on Sundays, and 
"abused decent folk ganging till the kirk ;" and "ill-con- 
ditioued raggit loons who raisit ane disturbance aadi 
faught i' the scholars' loft " in the time of Divine service. 
Were I not so engaged at present, I would draw iqjf 
from the Session records of the parish, a scheme of com- 
parative morality of each succeeding generation for the 
last hundred and fifty years. The scheme would be at 
least a curious one, and might show, among other thingaj 
how little conducive the iron despotism of the reign ot 
Charles was to the establishment of a high-toned morality 
among the people. Husbands and their wives do pen- 
ance in the chnrch in this reign for their dome.stio 
quarrels ; boys are whipped by the beadle for returning 
from a journey on Sabbath ; men are set in the jouga 
for charging ciders of rather doubtful character with 
being drunk; boatmen are fined for crossing the ferrjr 
with a passenger during chnrch time ; and PresbyteriHii 
farmers are fined still more heavily for absenting them- 
selves from church. Under a tyranny so intolerable 
the people seem to have been brutalized, and in conse- 
quence greatly increased in crime.' 

'Cromarty, July 10, 1834. 

' I would have written you long ere now, but 1 have 

been for the last fortnight in a rather unsettled mood 

and unable to fix my attention very strongly on anything. 
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I have been looking at the world and the world's mat- 
ters, at my friends and myself, through a darkened 
medium, and jou will but too well comprehend the 
w/i£re/ore of the case when I tell you that my nerves 
have been affected. Addison was quite right when he 
remarked that the habit of looking on only the bright 
side of things is worth five hundred a-year. 

' My way home from you was divided between a very 
pleasant drive and one of the most disagreeable, tedious 
voyages you can think of. I was more than six hours 
on the Frith, — and six such hours ! — beating all the way 
right in the teeth of a strong wind and a heavy tumbling 
sea, with a sick female passenger who had thrown her- 
self in a paroxysm of nausea on the floor of the little 
cabin, where she lay like a corpse, and a set of boatmen, 
who were too seriously employed in taking in reef after 
reef as the gale increased, to afibrd me any amusement. 
The fellows were too frightened either to make jokes or 
to understand them. I wish you had seen the expres- 
sion with which one of them shook his head, and said 
he hoped we would get through, on my remarking to 
him that the nind was coming thick and thin like ill- 
made porridge, and how he shut his eyes and showed 
his teeth every time a heavier wave sent its spray half- 
way up the mast. Above all, 1 wish you had seen the 
hills of Culbin as they looked this day over the water. 
Some of the heavier blasts raised the sand in such dense 
clouds, that when the sun shone they seemed heightened 
by more than a thousand feet, and towered over the blue 
hills behind; but the outlines were faint and ill-defined, 
and, like the waves that were tumbling around us, they rose 
and fell with the wind. I got home about six o'clock. 

would doubtlessly have derived more pleasure 
from my visit had I found you enjoying the health and 
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Spirits of the previous season ; but it has not been with- 
out ils pleasures. I have seen much that interested me, 
and experienced much kindness. There is comfort, too> 
in the conviction that my friend, though she has to suf- 
fer, can suffer patiently and well; and can indulge iit 
the hope that even pain, as the dispensation of a benev' 
lent God, who d<x;s not afflict willingly, must have its 
work of mercy to perform. How good a thing it is to 
be enabled to repose our trust upon Ilim ! 

' My imagination is still full of the wild sand-wastes 
of Culljin- — a scene so very unlike any I ever saw 
before, but which corresponds so entirely with all I had 
read and heard of the arid, wide-extended deserts of 
Africa and tlie East. I could almost fancy, when, stand- 
ing in one of the larger hollows, I looked round me, and 
saw only hills of barren sand and heaps of gravel, with: 
here and there a dingy rocky-looking flat which had 
once been vegetable soil, but which could no longer 
support vegetable life, — I could almost fancy that, havini 
anticipated the flight of time by many centuries, I ha<J 
arrived at the old age of creation, and witnessed tha| 
earth in its dotage.' 

' Cromarty, Aogurt 25, 1834. 
' Do not deem me careless and ungrateful. Not ona 
of your friends has thought more regarding you during 
the last four weeks than I have, though a hundred ua^ 
looked-for demands on my time, and (what provi 
much more harassing) a nervous indolence, which of le 
has hung much about me, prevented me from writing 
Burns seems to have been quite in the right in deemin| 
those disorders which we terra nervom, diseases of tl 
mind, though they perhaps rather depress our con&den< 
in our powers than prostrate the powers themselves. " 
cannot reason," says he in one of his letters to Ml 
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Diinlop, "I cannot think; and but to you I would not 
venture to write anything above an order to a cobbler." 
It is a singular enough fact, however, that the letter in 
which he says so is oiie of the finest he ever wrote. 

' My time, I have said, has been much occupied of 
late : I have been twice to Inverness, thrice at the bum 
of Craighouse, twice at the beds of bituminous shale, 
with their numerous and highly interesting animal re- 
mains, once all around the northern Sutor, and I know 
not how often oii the hill of Cromarty and at the Doocot 
Cave. It is a snd thing to be unable to make a proper 
use of the important monosyllable no. My trips to In- 
verness, however, were solely on my own account, and 
in a few days I think I shall visit Tain on a similar 
errand. I have written within the last month more 
than twenty lettei-s, some of them of considerable length. 
AVithal, I have been employed in the cliurcliyard, though 
of course not quite so regularly as if there had been no 
parties or no writing. 

' Mr Stewart is at present at Strathpeffer in quest of 
health, and his place here is occupied by a relative of his 
own, a Mr Robertson. He is a son of the late Professor 
Robertson of St Andrews, and a truly fine fellow- 
frank, opeii-hearted, talented, and well-read. He and I 
have been at Eathie together, and all over the hill. We 
have explored, too, the whole northern Sutor. There is 
much pleasure in coming in contact with an original 
thinker, and there may be much profit. In the present 
day the world of books is open to every one, but there 
are many thoughts which arise in one's mind which can- 
not he tested by anything we find in books. But the 
mind of an original thinker, when one is fortunate 
enough to meet with one, can be brought to bear on 
one's inner mysteries of thought, — he is a touchstone to 
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try, a light to lUscover. I have felt this with regard to 
Mr llohertson. In passing with him along the northern 
Sutor 1 could not help regretting that our expedition to 
it last year should have been so unluckj'. Some of the 
raves aro truly superb ; one in particular, iirhich pcrfor- 
ates the base of a huge rocky promoutory, I have not 
yet seen surpassed. It has three magnilicent entrances, 
all terminating in one point, from whence a second cave 
shoots off still deeper into the recesses of the rock, and 
at the extremity of which noon is dark as midnight.' 

Mr J. R. Kobcrlson, referred to in terms so flatter- 
ing in this letter, is now resident in Loudon, and has 
kindly furnished me with the following vivid and inter- 
esting account of his intercourse with Hugh Miller: — 

' In the summer of 1834 I went to Cromarty, intend- 
ing to stay a few days, and then to pursue my wander- 
ings through the north Highlands. Circmnatances 
detained nie upwards of two months. Almost imme- 
diately on my arrival, 1 was introduced to Hugh Miller, 
who was already a celebrity in his native town and 
neighbourhood. He was tall and athletic, and had a 
large head, made to look huge by a rusty profusion of 
not very carefully-remembered hair. His whiskers were 
not large, and represented red sand-stone, his eyes grey 
and keen, his features spoke of intelligence and deter- 
mination, and exposure to the sun had daubed him w ith 
freckles. He did not appear quite so tall as he was, 
owing to a slouch in his walk, and a tendency to carry 
his massive brow in the van, which gave him the sem- 
blance of stooping. 

' He had before this time exhibited his wonderful 
powers of composition, and achieved a pretty wide local 
fame as a great student, a deep and original thinker, 
and a writer of articles in an Inverness paper, and 
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[ of telling paiiiplilets on matters of ioterest to his town 
I and country and the region round. I had not pre- 
I viously heard his name, and only by degrees became 
J aware of the great pride hia fellow-citizens took in him, 
' and in what he was expected to do, A day or two 
after my arrival in Cromarty, I was walking past the 
churchyard, and aaw a man with his coat off, busily 
chiselling a tombstone. Vaulting over the wall, I went 
towards him. Hugh raised himself, and after a few 
minutes' conversation, put on his coat of hodden grey, 
and said he would show me the caves on the northern 
shore of the southern Sutor. As we passed the disused 
burying-ground of a ruinous old chapel, he told me the 
story of the solitary grave outside the boundary wall, 
where reposed the dust of a man who gave directions for 
his sepulture in this spot, as it would give him the start 
of his companions or accusers on the Day of Judgment, 
to be held on a neighbouring elevation. Our path was 
by a well, about which he told a legend. It was cele- 
brated for the curing of some complaints. The caves 
I were rendered classical, also, by stories of daring smug- 
I glers, and of other wild doings. 

'During the eight or nine weeks I remained in Cro- 
marty, Hugh and I walked over all the neighbourhood. 
We tried each other's strength in many ways — leaping, 
vaulting, throwing heavy stones, climbing precipices, 
&c. He took me to many of his haunts. He was very 
successful in the search for geological specimens, and in 
breaking nodules. We discussed all the questions of 
the day. He was very well acquainted with English 
literature, and had carefully studied translations of 
most of the celebrated foreign classics, ancient and 
modem. He appeared to me to be more of a practical 
philosopher, than either distinctively literary or ab- 
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stractly scientific. He had made some good irater- 
coloiir sketches, and practised poetry as weU as prose. 
Ilis formal poetry was far behind his poetic prose. He 
was admired and wondered at by all classes of his 
townsmen ; and I met him at dinner and at evening 
parties constantly. The questions daily put to me were, 
" Isn't Hugh Miller a wonderful man ? " and " Isn't he 
ver)' bumble ? " I always acquiesced in the opinion that 
he was a wonderful person, and dwelt so much on this, 
that the inquiry as to his humility was generallv for- 
gotten. Had I been pressed on that point, I shotild 
have answered. No. He had great abiHtv, and he 
knew it, and was determined that the world should one 
day know aud acknowledge it, lie was some five or 
si.Y years older than I was, but in our sboit acquaintance 
we became mutually very frank. On one occasion he 
spoke enthusiastically about a departed literary grandee, 
and used some expressions which led me to ask him 
whether he would like to be he. He turned on 
me a flash of indignant, almost contemptuous sur- 
prise, as if no living thinking being with a spark of sotd 
or true ambition conld do other than desire to be that 
man. I said, "But remember, Hugh, he is dead, and 
we have no evidence that he is with the Lord, nor are 
his writings calculated to save any souls, or to keep any 
souls ill the right way," He strode on doggedly with 
clenched fist, and then suddenly stopt, and said, " It 
would be well always to remember that." 

' The Rev. Alexander Stewart was the minister of 
the parish. His fame as a preacher was high. On my 
return to Edinburgh, I met Dr Chalmers, and he asked 
me where I had been spending my summer. I said at 
Cromarty. " Oh," he exclaimed, " Stewart is the best 
preacher in the Church of Scotland." I replied, " With 
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one exception, I think so." His retort was a most 
hilarious laugh. Hugh was an exceedingly attentive 
hearer, and a frequent associate of this gifted minister. 
He genemlly occupied the corner of a square pew in 
the front of the gallery of the parish church, opposite the 
pulpit; and as the sermon proceeded he might be seen 
to lean forward, and fix Ms keen eyes, from under their 
remarkable penthouses, on the face of the preacher, 
seeming not so much to hear the sermon as to penetrate, 
examine, and sift the man. 

He was always investigating, and as we walked along 
either by road or dry channel of mountain stream, or 
waded through the heather, he would suddenly in- 
terrupt our high argumentation on some recondite sub- 
ject, by pulling out a stone from the " dry " dyke to 
examine its geological character,- or picking up a pebble 
from the bed of the rivulet to note its travels from the 
distant upland, to which its native rock belonged ; or, 
on the hill-side, he would find berries suitable for a very 
hungry man's lunch, and descant on the wild botany of 
the district; and when we swam, he would, whilst 
dressing, keep his eyes open to the movements of the 
dwellers in the deep, or amid the pools and crevices of 
the rocks, The cuttle-fish suggested opaque leamed- 
ness, which, far from enlightening others, only seemed 
to afford the possessor of so much inky knowledge a 
mode of escaping the detection of his weakness ; and 
the large lobster, hurrying off with one big claw and a 
little one, suggested the self-sacrifice necessary to safety, 
taught us by a crustacean who could fling off his leg to 
save his life. 

' Hugh had built a house for his mother and her 
second family, and he occupied a room and closet in the 
upper story ; the closet was fast becoming a crowded 

vou t. 2S 



TOE JOUSSETMAlf. 




i 




nmseura of specimens of geolc^, bataDT, condii 
&c., uid be bad a good manr books, hardlT a 
He used to read pass^es of a book he was engaged 
writing, and courted criticUm, tbotigfa notr and then his 
e}'c flashed ominously, if the critic diver^d into irrevei- 
eat fun. 

'To follow so daring a cragsman had for me 
zei^t of danger, and he would sometimes heighten 
terrors by indidgeoce in a practical humour bordering 
on malice. On one occasion, for example, we had 
to ascend almost perpendicularly from the sea-beach, 
wliich had become impassable by the advance of the 
tide (hiring our explorations, Hugh of course in 
advanci: to show the way. The cliff was some 150 or 
200 feet high. After mounting steadily to within 
20 or 30 feet of the top, we ai-rived at a perfectly per- 
pendicular wall of solid stone, to be scaled cat-foshioi^ 
by clinging successively to bits of clinging jvy. Tlid 
Bitimtion was anything but pleasant, and Hugh siiddenlj' 
startled me by saying, in what I believe to have beea 
merely an assumed tone of doubt and concern, — " I can^ 
get up any fnrther." To go down safely was impossibles 
even to look down at the creamy edge of the little wavei' 
bi:nting the shore immediately beneath would hai 
mndo me giddy. I mastered my fears as well as I couli 
and replied, " Never mind, hold on where you are, 
1 will climb over you and help you up." He started 
and was in an instant on the top. I arrived almost 
the same moment, and threw myself on the grass pi 
ing out, " Hugh, you deserve hanging at the very lei 
He wits always investigating, and for the moment ni 
have forgotten that his curious itispection of my nervol 
system might have cost me my life. He seemed to nW' 
to have a stern pleasure in danger, — a pleasure, 1 confc 
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1 was quite willing to forego, and he tried to educate 
his companions liy a little wliolesomc exposure and risk. 
He underrated hia powers to please by agreeable manner 
and easy conversation, and chose to force admiration by 
his courage and energy. 

' He affected (as I thought) indifference to gentle- 
manly appearance and fashionable manners, and adhered 
to a certain rusticity of aspect and style —possibly 
because he dreaded failure in any effort to become 
perfectly polished. I at first wondered at him, then I 
was deeply interested in him, and finally I became much 
attached to him. As our acquaintance became more 
intimate, and our rambles longer and more numerous, I 
admired his powers and his information more and more; 
whilst his character, which seemed to me at one time 
harsh and even tierce and dangerous, dissolved into 
romantic heroism and almost fcniiniue tendcniess. I 
cannot pretend to have fathomed and mapped out Hugh 
Miller's character thirty-five years ago, but I can recollect 
roy sentiments towards him then, and what I attributed 
to him as the justification to myself of my admiration 
and affection. The soft, mellow radiance of piety and 
youthful domestic virtue which enveloped him filled my 
heart with an affection which has never grown cold.' 

In the letter to Miss Dunbar from which we took 
our last quotation, Miller spoke in a tone almost of 
sharpness of the infrequency of her letters, urging that 
it was dispiriting to write without any hope of reply, 
and adding, ' Must I have to aay of you what the child- 
ren silting in the market-place had to say of their com- 
panions, " We have pipetl to you, ami ye have not 
danced; we have mourned, and ye have not lamentL-d"?' 
This enables us to understand a passage in the following 
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letter from Miss Dunbar to Miller. It U inserted 
here, not only because it displays the delicate intelli- 
gence and sterling worth of his correspondent, but bc- 
'., through the eyes of this bright and gracious lady, 
I can see him nntli an authentic clearness and a re- 
ling sympathy which even his own letters do not 
afford. 

■ Forres, Soplfmber ID, 1834- 

' I would as soon suspect yon of murder or high 
treason as dceiu you careless or ungrateful. I onlv 
wonder that, i;mbai'ked as you now are in an ocean of 
occupation and anxiety, yon c-nn give bo miicli of your 
thought and time to me. And yet, differently situated 
as we are at this moment, it will be found that atfection 
has nicely adjusted the balance between us. You are 
ceaselessly employed, asking of one minute the work of 
two, and, anxious regarding the result of your scheme, 
lioping and fearing alternately, and yet yon can devote 
lime and thought to me. I, on the other hand, am 
suffering in constant and still increasing distress, — 
witlidrnwing myself as I best may from all worldly hopes 
and desires, and striving to fix my thoughts where they 
ought to r<!st ; but you still have power to call them 
buck. I think of yon and of your present business, as 
involving your future fame and usefuhiess, with an 
interest, a pnde, a solicitude, which I find no other 
human being or earthly scheme can now excite. Death 
can alone rcnder my heart cold to you. Among many 
sad thoughts and regrets there is one peculiarly painful, 
the thought that, confined as I am to a sick-room, I can 
aid you so little ; nevertheless I do what I can. 

* Hoth Mr Grant and Dr Brands happened to be 
with me when your parcel arrived. They enter warmly 
into your scheme, and the Miss Cummings of May not less 
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^^H warmly. You have staunch friends, too, in the Messrs 

^^f Andersons, who have anticipated us, I find, at Dun- 

J phail, with Major Cumming Bruce ; and Sir Thomas, I 

doubt not, is active in Edinburgh. You seem to have 

» started in a highly favourable time ; but you must not 
tell me of a " nervous indolence creeping over you," — you 
who are so much the delight of all who know you. — 
I must say your prospectus did not please me so much 
as I expected ; you cannot do otber than write well, but 
there are scores of your legends wbich I would have 
liked better. True, your reasoning is good and in- 
genious, hut still it is reasoning, I often question 
whether your book will ever be in my hand ; I fear not, 
bnt I shall go on wishing and thinking about it as 
though I were certain of living to see it. 

' And so you have been on many excursions of late ; 
— why should a deathlike pang shoot across me at the 
thought ? It will l>e a year on Friday next since I 
crossed over from Nairn to Cromarty, and you were not 
in the way, nor could be found for two houre ! In the 

I three weeks that followed, oh how much I enjoyed ! I 
can recall all our \valks together, and all the topics on 
which we conversed. But why should such recollections 
disturb or distress me? You will be happy with other 
friends and favourites ; — oh, yei, yea you will, I hope 
and wish it, — and you will bear me in mournful remem- 
brance, though you will be nothing to me then. But I 
shall see you once more, — I may hold out for months vet; 
and as you have promised to come to see me, you will. 
' But why, my friend, do you chide me for not 
writing you ? I can feel the awkwardness of your 
situation as a correspondent, in writing letter after letter 
wid receiving no reply ; bvit it is God who has laid His 
chastening hand upon me, — do not i-eprove me, but let 
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this be a testimnny of ray willingness to write. Oh, I 
have many things to say to you that I could say to none 
other, for I think that above all others you can put your 
" soul in my soul's stead." Keep my manuscript books 
carefully. I wish you had them all, and manv other 
little things, but I know ytm will need no tokens to 
remember me by. How happy you would make me if 
you wovild call upon me in any way in which I could 
really serve you. How do you manage to live ? You 
are not working much, and must, at a tirae like the 
present, have many little expenses ; d^ you want 
money ? I have enough and to spare, and I would 
injure no one by giving to you. Away ivith your high 
notions of what you deem independence, but which, I 
assure you, has more of alloy th.in of true metal in it. 
No proper feeling can be injured by an accoramodatiou 
of the kind I propose. Now be not offended, — if you 
are, I shall say you are yet unacquainted with my heart.' 

The following reply at once gushed from Hugh 
Miller's heart. 

' Cromarty, September 25, 1834. 

' IIow shall I thank you for your truly kind, truly 
extcllent letter ! My heart bounded to my lips, as 
opening it I exclaimed, " From Miss Dunbar's own 
hand ! " and I glanced my eyes over it with a hurried 
eagerness, — an intense impatience that seemed to be- 
grudge the minutes which were to be spent in the slow 
process of perusal, and to desire that all its contents 
might be stamped upon my mind at once. Need I say 
how deeply 1 sympathize with you and how highly I 
esteem you ? Often do my thoughts carry me to Torres; 
I Heize the extended hand, and then draw in my chair 
beside you; and though my heart sinks when I .see how 
pale and thin yon appear, I am again reassured by t 



I 



I 



THE FIELDS OF THE FUTURE. 391 

expression of your eye and the calm placidity of the 
tones in which you address rae. It is surely a good 
thing to be enabled to look forward through the clouds 
and darkness of our present state of being to the calm 
sunny fields of the future ; to be assured that the life 
which commenced as but yesterday, and whose events 
seem huddled together as if they were the occurrences 
of one short day, shall never, never terminate, but continue 
to go on, and on, and on, through the unreckoued and 
ever-succeeding periods of an eternity, whose further 
edge of boundary God Himself cannot perceive. And 
is it not well, my dear madam, that as ereatures |)ossessed 
of so quenchless a vitality, our affection should be fixed 
on each other and on Him who occupies all the future 
and all the past ? If we fis them on objects less en- 
during than themselves a day of final separation must 
come, and when they depart to their far country they 
must go forth wounded and widowed, — still, still 
looking back and halting by the way, wishing, and 
, weeping, and longing, but wishing and weeping and 
longing in vain. How different must that journey 
prove to those whose hearts have been prepared to love 
their God, and whose atfections have met and mingled 
with those of their fellows! They will go onward, as- 
sured of meeting with Him, — finding the stream of Ilia 
brightness increasing the nearer they appi-onch Him ; 
and, reckoning the amount of their successions of hap- 
piness by other periods of duration than those by which 
in the lower world we measure our days of languor and 
suffering, — they shall say, " Our God is with us, and we 
shall be joined by our friends early on the morrow." 
Much as I sympathize with you and grieve for your 
sufferings, I find there is much regarding you from 
which to derive comfort. 
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' Forgive mt the passage in my last br which I was 
so lUifonunate as to give von pain. One is sot always 
master of ooe's mood ; and there are impatient, onthink- 
iri^ ni^xxls in wfaich we sav and write what afterwards 
we Hirh uni^id or luwritten. I merely meant to express 
how dispiriting a thing I felt it to be to write without 
the ho[K: of receiung a reply ; a sudden anal<^T came 
across me, and I embodied it without noting that it gave 
a cast of meaning to my words which the thought I 
meant them to convey did not bear. But I know you 
will not think harshlv of me. 

' For the last fortnight some of my very few leisure 
hours have been employed in collecting geological speci- 
mens for my kind friend, Mr George Anderson, — one of 
the most thorough-bred geologists in the north of Scotland. 
By the way, I sec from the newspapers that he has been 
highly coinpliraented for his labours in this department, 
at the great scientific meeting at Edinburgh. Some of 
the speciineiis I have procured are exceedingly curious ; 
they contain tlie petrified remains of animals that now no 
loiifi;(T exist except in a fossil state, — bits of charcoal, 
j)i(M'c*s of wood, and nondescript substances which one 
can hardly refer to either the animal or vegetable world. 
Of tlie several animal tribes the very curious shell-fish 
tt*rmed the cornu ammonis abounds most ; but though 
at one jx^riod the most numerous of all the testaceous 
tribes of the country, it is now no longer to be found 
oxeej>t as a fossil, deeply embedded in limestone or 
bituminous shale, and buried under huge hills of 
clay and gnwel. There arc grounds, indeed, for the 
belief that the race of man, and almost all the tribes of 
animals with which we are acquainted, have come into 
lunng since it cejised to exist ; at least no remains of the 
living tribes have Inxni found in the beds in which the 
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cornu atoiinds. Like the nautilus, it was a sailing 
onimal, and though different in form, its structure seems 
to have been nearly the same. We find it partitioned 
in the same way by little cross walls, which divide the 
cavity within into a number of minute cells, by means 
of which and by a power it must have possessed of alter- 
ing its gravity, by nearly vacating or occupying these to 
the full, it seems to have moved upwards or downwards 
at pleasure. The inner part of the shell seems, from the 
more perfect impressions of it which I have met with, 
to have been of a pearly lustre ; the outer is ridged and 
furrowed with much regularity, and there is at least as 
much elegance in its general contour as in that of the 
Ionic volute, which it nearly resembles. But, why so 
much beauty when there was no eye of man to see and 
admire? Does it not seem strange that the bays of our 
coasts should have been speckled by fleets of beautiful 
little animals, with their tiny sads spread to the wind 
and their pearly colours glancing to the sun, when there 
was no intelligent eye to look abroad and delight in 
their loveliness ? Of all the sciences there is none which 
famishes so many paradoxical facta and appearances as 
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' Mr Stewart returned last week from Strathpeffer, 
in improved but still rather delicate health, and preached 
one half of the day last Sabbath. His discourse, though 
in a lower and more subdued tone than some of his 
more powerful ones, was truly beautiful, — full of ex- 
quisite sentiment and lovely description ; and there was 
an air of tenderness about it which rarely characterizes 
his compositions. He spoke of the finely fibred and 
wonderfully complicated frame of man, of its liability to 
derangement, and its capacity of pain,— of the weariness 
of sleepless nights and the heavy yet restless languor of 
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tedious days. He spoke, too, of tlie solitude of siifferins, 
— a solitude complete and unbroken even in the midst 
of sociely ; of the gloom which to the sufferer seems to 
Jiang over all the present, and which deepens into thick 
darkness as he looks towards tlie future. And where, 
he asked, shall we look in such circumstances for comfort? 
Where but to Him who is thoroughly acquainted with 
our frame, — acquainted with it, not only as God the 
Creator of it, but also as man the inhabitant of it ; — not 
only as Him who can look into all our sufferings, but as 
Him who entered into them all ; — Him of the lacerated 
hands and feet and the pierced side, — whose forehead 
was cinctured with thorns, and over whose back the 
pIoLighers have driven long furrows. Mr Stewart's recent 
experience has not been without its use to him, — his 
sufferings have taught him the language of consolation. 

' Accept my warmest thanks for your kind, generous 
offer. It would prove a poor return for yom* goodness, 
were I to chide you for what ought so thoroughly to 
awaken my gratitude. Believe, if I do not avail myself 
of what you so frankly tender me, it is out of no prond 
or improper feeling.' 

Mrs Grant of Laggan suggested about this time to her 
friend. Miss Dunbar, with a view to Miller's advancement 
in life, that he might do the ' blocking work ' for a young 
sculptor ' likely to rise to eminence.' Mrs Grant referred 
to ' Allan Cunningham's success in doing the blocking 
work for Chantrey,' by way of illustrating the promotion 
intended for Miller. On this Miss Dunbar wrote to 
Hugh: — ' I could not well take it on me to reply to what 
she suggests without a reference to yoiu-self, though I dare 
say I anticipate your answer, and so I ivrite. Pardon 
the terms she uses as applicable to you, and believe me, 
that neither in speaking nor writing of you have I ex- 
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pressed myself in a way to sanction them. I had honesty 
and delicacy enough not to assimie the airs of a lady- 
patroness ; I ever spoke of you as my friend, and as proud 
that you were such." In the same letter Miss Dunbar 
mentioned that Baron Hume, nephew to the historian, 
pronounced by Kemble ' positively the first ' critic of the 
day, had seen the prospectus of Miller's book. ' He 
perused it,' she adtla, ' with much interest and no little 
surprise, and states as his opinion that the irriter excels 
in that classical style which many well-knowii writers of 
the present day, so far from attaining to, do not seem 
even to imderstand.' Hugh in his reply speaks of Baron 
Hume before touching on Mrs Grant's proposal. 



'Cromarty, October 25, 1834. 

' Never was my little remnant of modesty in such 
danger as it has been exposed to Iiy the critical remark of 
Baron Himie. But if at all worthy of the compliment it 
conveys, I owe my merit chiefly to accident ; — to my 
having kept company with the older English writers, — 
the Addisons, Popes, and Robertsons of the last century, 
at a time when I had no opportunity of becoming ac- 
quainted with the authors of the present time. And the 
tone of these earlier writers I have, I dare say, contrived in 
some measiUB to catch, just its in my spoken language I 
have caught the tone of our Cromarty Scotch. 

' I am much gratified by the kind solicitude of Mrs 
Grant, but you seem to have anticipated my reply to 
what she suggests. Though I haxG sometimes amused 
my leisiu^ hotu^ with sculpture, my best efforts in this 
department have been only half-eflbrts, — I made them 
without either hope or ciu^, and saw them balked with- 
out disappointment ; and though perhaps rather a supe- 
rior workman as workmen go, I ha\'e become such I 



S96 



TUB JOURNETMAN. 



hardly know how, and never think of my profession, 
except as fortiuiate in that it does not employ my mind, 
and that I can prosecute it in the open air. These are 
not the xievis of one destined to excel as a sculptor ; and 
as for a mason, 1 am well enough as I am. My am- 
bition jKiints in a different direction ; and when the 
public shall have decided regarding my modUnmi of 
literary ability, should the editorship of some magazine 
or paper come my way, I shall cheerfully resign the 
mallet altogether ; though till such an opportunity occurs 
I shall grip fast to its rough handle as my only hold of 
independeuce, Allan Cunningham's situation is con- 
siderably different from the one referred to by Mrs 
Grant. Chantrey is not merely a sculptor ; he is also a 
contractor on a large scale for .sepulchral raommients, and 
employs many workmen ; Allan is his foreman, and 
manages the under details of his business ; were he 
merely a scidptor, the poet would hold only the place of 
one of the mechanics whom he superintends. Favour 
me, when you write Mrs Grant, by tendering her my 
best thanks for her suggestion, and the interest she takes 
in my welfare, and oblige me by stating that I cannot 
avail myself of the former. But why, my dear madam, 
apologize for the terms she employs in speaking of me ? 
Trust me, I am not one of those who repay with insolence 
the notice by which they are honoured. The much kind- 
ness you have shown me, and the confidence you have 
reposed in me, have not yet made me forget our respective 
places in society ; and though no one entertains a more 
sincere love of independeuce, or more carefully avoids 
any imputation of meanness, it would not cost me a single 
blush were the whole world to know how much cause 
you have given me to be grateful.' 
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TWO LETTERS OS RELIGIO 



THE two letters addressed to Mr William Smith, 
Porres, are without question among the most im- 
portant Miller ever wrote. They form a supplement to 
that portion of his spiritual history which embraced his 
period of indifference and semi-scepticism, and contain 
not only an explicit confession of faith, but a statement 
of that intellectual basis on which it was for him a neces- 
sity that his faith should rest. Reticent as he was in all 
that related to his soiU's condition, — sensitively averse 
to the unveiling to human eyes of his spiritual ex- 
perience, — he would probably never have written such 
letters had not an occasion occiured which constrained 
him to overcome every scruple. A iriend lay ill, perhaps 
unto death ; it seemed possible to Hugh that he might 
minister to his spirit's health and his eternal salvation ; 
and he yielded to the impulse of affection and the man- 
date of duty. The scheme of religion which lie iuifi)lds 
in the letters is that of simple acceptance of Cliriat 
for salvation, as He is offered in the GosikI, accept- 
ance with the Keart as well as the iiead, acceptance 
with clear consciousness tliat the difficulties of the 
intellect cannot be wholly removed. The religion of 
Miller was to cling close to Christ, to die with Christ, to 
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rise with Christ, to wear with Him tlie crown of thorns, 
and to receive from Him the crown of glory. 

'fhe idea formerly thrown out by Miller that Chris- 
tianity suggests objections so many and so obxious that 
common sense would not have permitted its invention 
by man, receives in these letters its balance and cnun- 
teq)art in the hj-pothesis that the adaptation of Chris- 
tianity to man's wants is so exquisite and its evidence 
so strong, that its obvious offences to mere human reason 
tend to prove that it is Divine. 

From a biograjihic point of view, tlie letters have a 
special interest as showing the tenacity with which Miller 
retained thoughts which had once been deliberately 
accepted into his intellectual system. The illustration of 
the working of the atonement of Christ, given loug sub- 
sequently in the Schools and Schoolmasters, is but o 
slight expansion of that which he here lays before hia 
friend, and the thesis maintained, that man can appre- 
hend facts and results in God's universe, whether phy- 
sical or spiritual, but not the constructive principles and 
processes by which they are brought about, is worked out 
in a chapter on the Discoverable and the Revealed in the 
Testimony of the Rocks, which is perhaps the most valu- 
able that Hugh Miller ever penned. 

' Cromarty, August 5, 1835. 

' Mt dear William, 

' I need not fell you how famous Cromarty is 
for its hasty reports, or on how slender a fo\mdatiou the 
imagination of the townsfolks sometimes contrives to 
build. I must needs tell you, however, for the circum- 
stance forms my only apology for Bow writing you, 
that the last story ciu-rent among us affected me more 
deeply than any of its class ever did before. On your 
late severe attack, your brother, the doctor, was called 
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tastily to Forres, and the storj" went that you were dead. 
I never l}efore knew how much I valued and esteemed 
you ; — the thought too thfit one with wlioni I had so 
often conversed, and with whose mind I was so tho- 
roughly acquaijited, liad passed the dark bourne wliidi 
separates this world from the other, had something in- 
expressibly solemn and melancholy in it. I felt for the 
time that, disguise the fact as we may, the main business 
of this life consists in preparing for another, and con- 
science was not quite silent when I remembered that, 
though you and I had beaten together over ntany an 
interesting topic, the most interesting of all had been 
omitted. You remember the fable of the wise men who 
were permitted to make a tlu-ce days* visit to the moon 
that they might report to oiu- lower world regarding its 
plants and animals, and who on their retuni had to 
confess that they had squandered theu- time in drinking 
\vith gay young men, and dancing with beautiful women, 
and had only remarked that the trees and sky of the 
planet, when seen casually tlu-ough a window, very much 
resembled those of our own. Alas, for the application of 
this ingenious story. 

' There are few men who do not at some time or other 
think seriously of the future state, or who have not formed 
some at least theoretic set of notions regarding the best 
mode of preparing for it. Man was born to anticipate a 
hereafter — he is a religious animal by the very constitu- 
tion of his nature, and the thousand forma of superstition 
which still overspread the world and darken ever)' page 
of its history are just so many proofs of this. It has 
often struck ine that the infidel, when in his assaults on 
revelation he draws largely from this store of delusion, 
sadly mistakes his argument ; — every false religion which 
has sprung out of the nature of man shows us — not 
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surely that there is no true religion, hut that we stand 
in need of a trne one ; — every mythologic folly and 
absurdity should convince lis that we need an infalli- 
ble guide. Regarded in thia light the Shaster and the 
Koran are substantial proofs of how ill we could do with- 
out the Bible; and Paganism and Mahomctisni powerfully 
recommend Christianity. You, my dear William, to 
whom it has been given to possess an inquiring and 
reflecting mind, must have often thought of the final 
destinies of man ; I myself have observed in you much 
of that respect for sacred things which is one of the 
charaeteristics of an ingenuous nature ; but there is per- 
haps danger that your very ingenuity and acuteuess 
might have led you into error. Christianity is emphatic- 
ally termed the wisdom of God, but it is not on a fm^t 
examination that a reasoning muid can airive at the evi- 
dence of its being such ; on the contrary, some of its 
main doctrines seem opposed to the more obvious 
principles of common sense ; and this quite in the same 
way that, before the days of Newton, it would have 
seemed contrary to these principles tn allege that the 
whiteness of light was occasioned by a combination of 
the most vivid colours, or that the planets were held in 
their orbits by the law which impelled a falling stone 
towards the ground. Now thia is exactly what we might 
expect of the true religion. A religion made by rational 
men— many Deists, you know, were eminently such, and 
we may instance theirs — will be, like themselves, rational 
and easily understood ; but this very facility is a con- 
clusive proof that it had its origin in the mind of man. 
It is hke all his other works — like the clocks and watches 
and steam engines of his construction — easily understood, 
and easily imitated ; but it is not thus with Christianity, 
nor is it thus with the great machine of the universe. 
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Let us, my dear William, take a brief survey of some of 
the main doctrines of this religion ; they concern us so 
nearly tliat it may be fatal to misunderstand them. 

* The invariable reply of the apostles of our Saviour 
to that most important of all queries, " Wlmt shall 
I do to be saved?" was, "Believe in the Lord Jesua 
Christ." Belief seems to be, if I may so speak, the 
main condition of man's acceptance, but belief in what 
or whom ? in a person who is at once God and Man, and 
who thus, to the perfection of a Divine natm-e, adds the 
feelings of a human heart. Now there is soraetliing 
amazing in this, something which, for its exquisite fitness 
to our moral and sentient constitution, is worthy the 
conception of a God. Observe, my dear William, the 
false religious of the world, and you will find that they 
nm into two opposite extremes. In the artificial re- 
ligions which have been formed by the intellect of man, 
God is represented as a mere abstraction of wisdom and 
power. lie is the Great First Cause of the philosopher, 
and it is scarcely more possible for the human heart to 
love Him as such, than it is for Him to love any of the 
great second causes, such as the sim with its light and 
heat, or the law of gravitation. And hence the coldness 
and utter inefficacy of all such religions, whether known 
under the name of philosophical Deism or Socinian 
Christianity; — they are totally imfitted to the nature of 
man, The religions of the other class are rather the off- 
spring of passion than intellect! they arise in those 
obscure and remote ages when unenlightened man 
created his gods in his own image. What was Jupiter 
or his son Hercules, or what their companions in the 
court of Ohmpus, the Dianas, Venuses, or Mincrvas 
with which the old poets have brought us acquainted, 
but human creatures bearing the very mould and impres- 
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sion of their worshippers? And such deities could be loved 
and feared joat in the way one human creature can love 
or fear another ; the belief in them powerfully influenced 
the conduct, but their worship, as it originated in the 
darkened human hejirt, was a worship of ijupurity. 
Observe with what a tnily God-like wisdom Christiimity 
is fonned to avoid the opposite extremes of these two 
classes, and how it yet embraces more than the philosO' 
phy of the one and more than the warmth of the other : 
the object of our worship is at once God the First Great 
Cause, and the man Jesus Clirist our brother. 

' Bnt not merely must we beheve in Ciu-ist as God, 
but also as our Saviour ; as the restorer of oiu" moral 
natiu^, and our sacrifice or atonement. There are 
wonderful Janus-like mpteries here, — iuexplirable in 
their one aspect aa they regard God, though simple and 
easy in the other as tliey regard man. Perhaps an 
illustration from the hiunan frame may serve to explain 
my meaning. Need I remind you, who are an anatomist, 
and acquainted with Paley to boot, of the ndtnirable 
adaptation of the human frame to the various ends for 
which it was created, or how easy it is for a person 
of even ordinaiy capacity to be made to perceive this 
adaptiition? Almost any one can see how fairly and 
beautifully the machine works, — but who, on the other 
hand, can conceive of the higher principles on which it is 
constructed ? Who can know anything of the workings 
of the brain as the organ of thought, or of the operations 
of the nerves as the seats of feeling, — of how the chyle is 
chosen by its thousand blind mouths, and every other 
fluid rejected,^of how one gland should secrete a liquor 
so unlike that secreted by another, — of, in short, any of 
the thousand phenomena of our animal natiu-e wlieii we 
trace them towards their first cause ? Tlie working of 
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the machine is simple, its construction we find to be 
inexplicably mysterious. Now it is thoa with Chris- 
tianity. No one can underetand how the sufferings of 
the Saviour satisfy the justice of God, — that regards, 
if I may so speak, the construction of the scheme ; but 
every one who examines may see how wonderfully these 
vicarious sufferings are suited to the nature and the 
wants of man, — for that regards its working. But it is 
not in the limits of so brief a composition as a letter that 
such a subject can be discussed. 

' May 1 recommend to you, my dear William, to lay 
hold on this Saviour as (he way, and the truth, and the 
life ? He is willing and able to save to the uttermost all 
who tnist in Him. You suffer from puin and dejection ; 
He suffered from pain and dejection also, and hence His 
wonderful fitness to be the God and Saviour of a race 
bom to anguish and sorrow. Not only does He know 
oiu* weaknesses as God, liut He sympathizes in them as 
man. Forgive me the freedom with which I write you ; 
— it is as a friend, — ^as one foolish and careless, and 
often so wrapped up in the dreams of life as to forget its 
real businesses, but also as one convinced that the Saviour 
can through His Spirit make wise unto salvation, and 
that to secure au interest in Him is to possess a righteous- 
ness that is perfect, and to have every sin forgi\en 
through an atonement that is complete. May I ask, mj 
dear William, that when you address yourself to Him, — 
and oh, He is willing to hear and ready to help, — you will 
put up one petition for your affectionate friend, Hugh 
Miller.' 

' Cromarty, Angnst 27, 1835. 

' My deae William, 

' I have learned from yoiu* brother that you are 
still confined to your room. Believe me I sympathize 
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with yoa Terr sinoerelv ; ind it is in the hope of helping 
to enliven tout Bolilmle for at least a fen- brief minutes 
that I again avail myself of a leisure hour in which to 
write you. I know from experience that there is do 
solitude like that of a sick chamber ; — it wears away the 
pocH' remnant of spirits that indisposition spares to us ; 
bat it will not render the sense of this loneliness weightier 
to you tfj leam that an old friend, though also a power- 
less one, continues to regard you with sympathr and 
esteem. It is a better assurance, liowever, that He who 
is more thoronghly yoiir friend than any one else, and 
who can sympathize with you more deeply, is possessed 
of a power that has no limits. 

' Your brother hinted to me that you are not unwill- 
ing I should recur to the subject of my last. I feel, my 
dear William, that I am unworthy to approach a theme 
so sacred, — T am also too little impressed with it, too 
little in love with it ; but I know of its importance, and I 
believe in its truth. In one respect too we may be better 
fitted for conference with each other on the doctrines of 
religion than cither of us would be with minds who had 
never doubted of them. I know you are not nnncquainted 
with infidel objections, — you are familiar with some of 
the most insidious writings of Voltaire ; I am intimate 
with these also, and with those of many a sceptic besides. 
And so, as we can approach our subject over nearly the 
same ground, it is surely not irrational to expect that it 
may present itself to us in nearly the same points of \iew. 
' I think I remarked to you in my last letter that 
Christianity is no common-sense religion ; were it such 
it would have little in common with the other marvellous 
workings of Him who devised it, as these are shown in all 
lie has made and in His mode of governing all But 
. do not uifor from this, as some infideb do, tacitly at 
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least, that to the human comprehension, the absurdities 
of false religions and the mysteries of Christianity are 
placed on a similar level, Betiveen what cannot be 
understood because it has no meaning, and what cannot 
l)e understood because it surpasses the grasp of onr 
minds, there not only obtains an infinite difference, but a 
difference fully cognizable by the human intellect. The 
scribblings of a cliild and the abstruser calculations of a 
Newton 6r La Place would not apjiear equally unmean- 
ing to an attentive obser\'er, — however humble his 
powers ; — he could not but see now and then little breaks 
of sense in the mysteries of the one and wonderful effects 
produced by them, which would most effectually distin- 
guish them from the nothingness of the other. And it 
is thus with Christianity. We get occasional glimpses 
of its meaning, and see itistanccs of its power that may 
well enable us to distinguish between it and the Shaster 
and Koran. Its adaptation to the nature of man is truly 
exquisite. There is a pretty story in Kames' Art of 
Thinking, introduced by the philosopher for a very 
different purjiose, which will in part enable us to conceive 
of this. Two men who fought in the wars of Queen 
Anne — the one a petty officer, the other a private 
soldier — had been friends and comrades for years, but 
quarrelling on some unlucky love affair, they became bitter 
enemies. The officer made a natiu-al though ungenerous 
use of his authority, in continually annoying and per- 
secuting the other, whom he almost* fretted into madness, 
and who was often heard to swear that he would die to 
be avenged on him. Both were men of known braiery, 
and on an occasion of some dangerous serWce, both were 
chosen to be of the party selected to attempt it. But the 
attempt was luisuccessful, and the officer was struck 
down by a ball in the retreat; — ' Ah, and will you leave 
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me here to perish? ' he exclaimed, as his old companion 
rushed past him. The appeal was irresistible; the poor 
injured man returned, and raising his voaoded enemy 
he bore him off amid a storm of sliot and shell. And be 
had just reached what seemed to be a place of safety, 
when he was stnick by a chance ball and fel! dead under 
his burden. But his fate seemed an enable one com- 
pared with that of the wounded man. He rose for- 
getful of his wound, and tearing his hair, and" flinging 
himself on the body, he burst out into the most heart- 
rending lamentations. For two days he refused all 
sustenance, still calling on his companion, and ever ex- 
claiming, ' Hast thou (lied for me who treated thee so bar- 
barously ! ' and he expired on the third, the victim of min- 
gled grief and remorse. Do you not perceive, my dear 
William, that the principle which the story imfolds lies 
deep in our nature? Nothing so prostrates the pride of man 
or so stings him to the henrt as a return of benefits for 
injuries — of great good for great evil. In the expres- 
sive language of Scripture, it is heaping live coals on the 
head, and to blow up these to a tenfold intensity that 
the hardest heart may melt under them, it is necessary 
that the injured benefactor, instanced in the story, should 
die for hia enemy. Need I attempt an application, or 
point out to you with what marvellous, God-like wisdom 
Christianity appeals to the principle described? " Perad- 
venture for a good man," says the Apostle. " some 
would even dare to die ; but God commended his love 
towards us, in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ 
died for us." 

' I am sorry we should have missed so many oppor- 
tunities of conversing on this subject; little can be done 
for it in the limits of a letter ; and besides, in the course 
of conversation, doubts may be stated and cleared which. 
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though they may weigh heavily on your mind, cannot be J 
anticipated by mine. It must have stnick you as some- I 
thing very mysterious in the scheme of Redemption that 
man, instead of having to trust to his own virtues for 
reward and his own repentance for pardon, must look 
exchisivcly to the righteousness aud atonement of the 
Saviour. And yet so importautf is this doctrine, that the 
scheme of Salvation is inefficient without it; for, for 
what other cause did the Saviour come into the world, 
or in what other sense could He be said to die for us ? 
I have seen much of what may be called the working of 
this doctrine, and unable as I am to comprehend it in 
the abstract, have admired its wonderful adaptation to the 
nature and wimts of man. There is no place where 
its importance can be better appreciated than beside a 
death-bed. In the closing scene of life man's boasted 
virtues become, in most instances, so intangible, that they 
elude his grasp, and his sins, however little noted before, 
start up aroimJ him like so many threatening spectres to 
call up all his remorse for the past and all his fears for the 
futiye. It is then that the scheme of Redemption ap- 
pears worthy of the infinite wisdom and infinite good- 
ness of a God, — that the righteousness of Him, who ever 
went about doing good, appears an inexhaustible fimd to 
which we may apply, — that the agony in the garden, the 
mockeries and scourgings in the hall, the inconceivable 
sufferings and shame of the cross, array themselves on 
the side of mercy, and sum up efficacy enough to anni- 
hilate every sin. It is when every minor light of comfort 
is extinguished that the Saviour shines forth, and more 
than compensates for them all. 

' So much for the fitness of this scheme. I have 
stated that, regarded in the abstract, it surpasses my 
comprehension ; but do not suppose from this that it is 
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more surroiinded by difficulties than any of the many 
schemes of religion which meii have opposed to it. The 
simplicity of most of these is but an apparent simplicity, 
complete in the eyes of the shallow thinker, but which en- 
tirely disappears when subjected to the gaze of a superior 
discernment. True, tlie difficidties of Christianity may 
be more strikingly apparent than those of philosoj)hic 
religions, but it ia only because God in His goodness, 
instead of confining it to the acute and the highly 
talented, has brought it down to the level of the whole 
race of man ; and thus common capacities are brought in 
contact with truths of so lofty and abstruse a chanicter 
thftt the greatest minds can but see their importance and 
consistency without being able to comprehend them. 
It is well, however, that the heart of the simplest can be 
made to feel their fitness ; and that the excellence of 
doctrines too mighty to be grasped by the most capacious 
minds can be so appreciated by babes as to be made effect- 
ual to their salvation. 

'After all our reasonings, my dear William, it is 
through the heart alone that we can lay hold of the 
Saviour ; and to prepare the heart " by working fuitb in 
it " is the office of that Spirit which God giveth to all who 
ask it. Have you ever considered the doctrine of the 
Trinity, and the peculiar fitness which it gives to the 
character of Got! as a God of man ? Perhaps the query 
is rather obscure ; — what I mean to express is this. One 
great proof of the wisdom of the Deity is derived from 
that exquisite adaptation of parts which obtains through- 
out creation. You have studied this in the hmnan frame, 
and must have seen in extending yoiu- view, that not 
more admirably are the parts of that frame fitted to each 
other than man as a whole is fitted to external nature. 
Now, by rising a httle higher, and taking with you the 
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Scripture character of a triune God, you will perceive 
that there is yet a third exquisite adaptation of the nature 
of mail to the nature of the Deity ; — what indeed we 
might expect, when we consider for what purpose and 
in whose image man was originally created. The sub- 
ject far exceeds the limits to which 1 am restricted, but 
I must attempt giving you a brief outline of my meaning : 
— in all true philosophy, God is regarded as the first 
cause of all things, and as uncai/serf himself. Necessarily, 
then, he umst have existed from eternity, while every- 
tliing else must have begun to exist ; and ere that 
beginning, He must have existed an eternity alone. But 
is this, His eternity of solitude, to be regarded as the 
womb of Deity, in which, though His thoughts miglit 
be employed (I am acqimintcd with only the language 
of earth), His affections lay dormant ? Surely not. Who 
can think of a God of infinite goodness existing for an 
eternity without love ! But love requires an object, and 
God existed alone. Yes, — but when we feel that the 
ill-conceived God of the philosopher must so circum- 
stanced have been a solitary being, we know that the 
God of the Christian existed in the society of Himself, 
— regarding the Son and the Spirit with an infinite 
love, and infinitely beloved by them, Is there not 
something wonderi'ully pleasing in this view of the 
chanicter of God, — something that harmonizes with our 
nature and all its affections of love, friendship, brotherly 
affection, filial attachment, and paternal regard? And 
then to think that all the persons of the adorable God- 
head are interested in us, and perform a part in our 
Redemption 1 The I'ather willed that the Son should 
be sent, the Son became man and died for us, and by 
the Spirit is the sacrifice made effectual to us and our 
hearts prepared. It is surely no manel that angels 
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desire to look into a mystery so fraught with the wisdom 
and goodness of Deity. 

' Permit me again, my dear William, to recommend 
to you Jesua Clirist as the only Saviour. Open all your 
heart to Him, for He is man and can sympathize in all 
its affections ; trust yourself implicitly in Him, for He 
is God, omnipotent to aid and unable to deceive. Faith 
can realize His presence, and there j is happiness to be 
found in His society, when the full heart poms itself out 
bfifore Him, of which the world can form no conception. 
In life or in death, in health or in sickness, it is well to 
be able to lean oneself on Him, as John did at the last 
supper, and to feel as it were the heart of His himaanity 
beating under the broad buckler of His power. \Vhat- 
ever it maybe yourfate to encounter, — whether protracted, 
spirit-subduing indisposition, or that solemn and awful 
change so big with interest to the human heart, and so 
fitted to awaken its hopes and its fears,— or whether you 
are to lie again restored to the lesser cares and narrower 
prospects of the present life. — in whatever circumstances 
placed, or by wliatever objects surrounded, you will find 
Him to be an all-sufficient Saviour, and the friend that 
sticketh closer than a brother. Would that I were more 
worthy to recommend llim to you, — more like Himself ; 
but I know you will forgive me the freedom with 
which I write, and that you will not associate with His 
infinite wisdom and purity any of the folly or the evil 
which attaches to, my dear William, your sincere and 
affectionate friend, Hugh Miller.' 
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THERE are a. few letters of a miscellaneous kind, 
some dated, some undated, wTitten to various corre- 
spondents in the Journeyman period, which it will be as 
well to take in here. Two or three of them are addressed 
to Mr Strahan, and one to Mr Fors^lh, containing 
Miller's ' theory of the moral character of the people of 
Scotland.' To these are added, first, the account, re- 
ferred to in preceding Ictte:^, dra^Ti up by Miller of 
'Black Russel,' one of the 'old light' clergy satir- 
ized by Bums in the ' Holy Fair;' secondly, a sample of 
those descriptive paragraphs contributed by Hugh to 
the Inverness Courier; and, thirdly, a letter to Mr 
George Anderson, of Inverness, giving an account of the 
writer's scientific explorations, and interesting aa con- 
taining the first allusion, made by Hugh Miller, in black 
and white, to the ptcricthys. Allan Cunningham printed 
but half the sketch of Russel in his edition of Birnis, 
and Miller thought that Allan had left out more than 
half its brains. The short description of the boat acci- 
dent is in no respect to be distinguished from others of 
the same kind, but it characteristically exhibits the sim- 
plicity, compactness, and sincerity of style, on which, in 
preference to sentimental effusion, rhetorical ornament. 
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or teclmical fine writing of any kind. Miller had learned 
■ to depend fur effect. 



FROM MR JOHN STRAIIAN. 

' Furred, Dec. 24, 1829. 

' Deae Sir, 

' It is with much pleasure I sit down to avail 
myself of my good fortime in getting on the list of your 
friends. I'ntil a few days back I was but partially ac- 
quainted with you as an author, and yet, from the little 
knowledge I had of your great literary actpiirements, I 
certahily envied the few who shared most of yoiu- esteem, 
and ranked highest in your regard. And when told 
lately by Miss Dunbar (who, I rejoice to say, is our com- 
mon friend) that it was probable you might soon visit 
this quarter, I requested her, should you come to Forres, 
to introduce me to you. She biudly agreed to do so; 
and from that moment I began to anticipate the pleasure 
I should derive from having the honour of pointing 
out to you the numerous scenes and antiquities about 
Forres, which are, I imagine, not unworthy of the eye of 
the poet. Were you to trace the scenes in our neigh- 
boui'hood now rendered classic by the author of the 
Wolf of Badenoch, you would confess that some of 
them are themselves poems, produced by the great poet 
Nature in her holiest and happiest moods. But it is to 
myself, and not to rural scenery, that I wish to refer 
now. From what I have said you can conceive some- 
thing of the happy response my heart gave to the wish 
you expressed, that we might become friends : with xixy 
whole soul I subscribe to your proposition. Friend- 
ship with me is not merely a name; I hold it to be a 
sacred, and, as I have often found it, a joy-giving reality. 
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It is the groimdwork of all social pleasures, and tlie 
chief promoter of individiml happiness ; and it is the 
more to be esteemed that it makes its home alike in 
the heart of the labourer ond of the lord, — binding 
all cougeuial spirits together by its sweet and mys- 
terious influences. I am deeply interested in your 
welfare, and I feel sure that your industry will insiwe 
you success, and gain you a name among the authors 
of your coimtry. It will give ine great pleasure to see and 
know this. I am not a little proud of the opinion which 
you have expressed regarding my pieces ; an encomiimi 
pronoimced by one of your taste and judgment weighs 
gainst the censure of a thousand, who, in their ignor- 
ance, prattle of such matters.' 

TO MR STRAnAN. 

' This is not the first time I take up the pen to write 
to a poet. I had a friend, not many years ago, who also 
had learned the art unteachable ; and whose heart was 
as warm as his imagination was active. He is now no 
more. Since his death the place he occupied in my 
affections has remained a blank ; and part of the pleasure 
I derive from your kind letter arises from the hope of 
having that blank filled. The life of the friend I alhide 
to was one of melancholy and disappointment. He 
possessed no ordinary powers ; but from an unfortunate 
diffidence which was, I believe, constitutional to him, he 
almost always despaired of attaining the object he pur- 
sued, when every other person who couhl judge of t 
matter deemed him just on the point of gaining it. The 
consequence was that he fiiiled in ahnost cverrthing he 
attempted, and that, though endowed with a fine gcnitts 
for both painting and poetry, he gained not a modicum 
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of celebrity in either. He died nearly two years ago ; 
and were the existence and the hopes of man confined 
to the present world, it might be said of him, that as he 
lived in it almost without enjoyment, so he qnitted it 
without accomplishing anything. But the contrary was 
the fact, for in reality he achieved much. His name was 
William Ross, a name which you may repeat a thousand 
times and in a thousand places without awakening a 
single recollection of him who bore it. No sense of 
sacredness, no feeling of devotion, connected with either 
his genius or his worth, shall ever press on the minds of 
those who behold the nameless sod which covers his 
remains ; and yet, though thus obscure, he has earned a 
loftier fame tiian that which the men of this earth con 
bestow. Tlirough the grace of God hu had subdued his 
own spirit ; he had striven against the iUs of hmnau life 
and human nature, and so far as these concerned hmiself, 
he had overcome them; and as he had the merit of 
living without reproach, so he had the happiness of 
dying without fear. Tliese, my dear sir, were achieve- 
ments greater than any merely bterary ones, and, you 
know, the fame awarded to s\ich God has described as 
bestowed by His own lips and those of the pure spirits 
of heaven. Forgive me this slight sketch of the character 
of yoiu- predecessor. 

' Accept my thanks for the copy you have sent me 
of your interesting little book. What have the critics 
said of it ? Upon mine they have delivered every possible 
variety of opinion. I am a man of genius, — I am a 
blockhead, — my name is to be at once illustrious and 
obscure. I do not uitend writing verses for a long, long 
time. I pur[jose devoting myself entirely to prose; 
partly, perhaps, because the study is easier in itself, 
partly because I am of opmiou that nature has fitted me 
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to attain a considerable command of the pen in this de- 
partment of composition. If ever I gain celebrity, it 
will be as a writer of prose.' J 

TO THE SAME. \ 

'My page of histoi^'. since I parted from you at 
i Rosemarkie, occupies little space, and is by no means 
very brilliant. I have hewn tombstones, and sold such 
fame as the chisel affords, — and warranted to last a 
whole century, — at so much per letter. 1 have built 
houses during the day, and castles during the night. I 
have WTitten pages, and have promised to write books, 
and I now find myself on the verge of my twenty-eighth 
. year nearly as foolish, and quite as much without a 
rational aim in life, as when entering on my fourteenth.. 

' I have not yet RTitten a single line in verse since 
the publication of my book, and I now flatter myself" 
that my cure is radically complete. But, alas ! there 
will be writers of bad verse in abimdance, though \ 
should never write any. In June last I was visited by 
a Highland versifier, who, after having blotted much 
good paper with miserable rhyme, determined on pub- 
lication about two years ago, and he has lieen wandering 
over the country ever since in quest of subscribers and 
a patron. The terms are that half the money be paid 
him in advance, but as what he receives barcly affords 
him sustenance, his day of publication is as far away as 
at the beginning. He is so far honest, however, as to 
prefer the fame of a poet to all the money in the world ; 
and, from a conviction of this, I strive to do him a 
sen'tce, not by telling him that his verses were bad, for 
that would have been taking a wolf by the ears, but by 
I assuring him that the person who could not write as 
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well 2A Scntt and Byron and Wordsworth had no chance 
of fjecominjz popalar, and «o had better not write at alL 
" Ah, craving yoar pardon/' said the poet» " one may be 
very eminent withoat being quite at the top. Yoa must 
snrelv allow that there is nature and oriOTialitr in niT 
pieces, — possessed of nature and originalitr. it is impos- 
sible for me to fail. I will print 4000 copies of mj 
work, and shall sell every one of them." We have an- 
other poet in this part of the country, who has issued 
prr>posaLs for printing a metrical history of Joseph, con- 
sisting of 20,000 lines/ 

TO THE SAME. 

' School HooM of Xigg, Sept 5, 1833. 

' I send you, according to promise, a copv of 
my young friend's verses. They are, as I have already 
stated to you, quite her first attempt in metrical com- 
position, with the exception, perhaps, of half-a-dozen 
stanzas, and, regarded as such, indicate, or I am some- 
what mistiiken, considerable powers of thought and ex- 
pression, a delicate sense of the lx?autiful, and much of 
what metaphysicians term the conceptive faculty. It is 
wonderful with what facility some happily-c*onstituted 
minds acquire an ability of wielding all their poAvers, 
contrasted with the much labour it costs others, though 
of no inferior order, to attain a very limited command of 
these. There are winged spirits which can reach at a 
single fliglit the higher pinnacles of art. I have read of 
a common mechanic, who, after watching for a few hours 
a copper-plate engraver when at work, bought a plate of 
copper from him, and, going home, produced a master- 
])iece. There is a similar story told of West, the 
painter. How different the progress of other minds! 
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They can but climb upwards ; and, resting in succession 
on every one of the thousand ledges which he between 
the summit and the plain below, gain only half a footstep 
at each advance. How many miserable lines did I not 
write before I became sufficiently skilful to produce 
merely tolerable ones ! Favour me at your earliest op- 
portunity with your critical opinion, and write it in such 
a way, though freely and with sincerity, tliat I may show 
your letter to the fair authoress, with whom I am suffi- 
ciently intimate to kuow that she has too much good 
sense to be offended with truths, however seveiv, which 
tend to her improvement. I dare say I ought not to tell 
you, for fear of biassing yoiu- judgment, that you are 
much a favoiuite with her, and that when she waited on 
you at Forres it was less on my account, the ostensible 
reason, than in consequence of an interest awakened in 
her on your own. I trust that in yoiU' present season of 
leisure you will occasionally think of me, and that your 
interesting autobiographical memoir is still incomplete. 
Shall I return you the first part, or have you recovered 
' your own copy of it ? ' 

The lines enclosed to Mr Stndian were addressed by 
Miss Fraser to her friend Miss Smith, on the occasion 
of the departure of the latter from this country for 
America. 

' Bella, we part ; between db two 
A iiesi'it ocean suoa Bliall lie ; 
From cliilUliooii's liome and loveyoo go, 
The alrunger'a love aoi) lioiDe to try. 

' Ob I it is baril to aunrler ub. 
So tenderly, so closely twinMl, 
From all that's dear to turn tliu eyea. 
And leave tbe spirit's joys behind. 
I. n 
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' In (nej ftill joaH wvkder o'er 

Tbe ptne-cUd hOl that walk die deep ; 
And bear the daahfng billovs roar. 
And aee tliem icale the toAj tlLeep^ 



* Wbile that son mking in the west. 

Best* on Ben Wyris' distant brow. 

And wooes the ocean's rugged breast 

To golden smiles, and gentle flow. 

* Twere bnt to wrong a faithful heart 

If I should say, remember me ; 
Affection will, I know, impart 
Fidelity to memory. 

' Dot earthly friendship at its best 
Is but a fragile, feeble thing ; 
Powerless to soothe the sorrowing breast. 
From ill our hitter drop to wring. 

* Oh, then, my Bella I may you find 

The heavenly Comforter your Friend ; 
Tis Ilis the broken heart to bind, 
For heaviness He praise can send.* 



TO MR ISAAC FORSYTH. 

* States, like individuals, decay as they advance in 
yoarH, and tliey at length expire. Their progress from 
youth to ago includes two extremes and a medium. But 
in one respect bodies politic differ from bodies natural ; 
for in the several members of the former there may be 



STATBS AND INDIVIDUALS. 

different degrees of age. In thia country there are dis- 
tricts peopled by men who hitve not yet reached the 
medium line, and there are others whose inhabitants 
have gone beyond it. Of the former kind are Ihe High- 
land districts ; of the latter are the greater niuuber of 
those of tlie Lowlands, eapccially such of these as contain 
large towns. But it is only among the lower classes 
that the differences of the several stages are disceniible ; 
for the people in the upper walks of society bear almost 
the same character all over the kingdom. And it is, 
perhaps, only by an observer who is placed on the same 
level with the former, and who, from this circmustauce, 
becomes intunately ac(|uai»ted with their maimei's, habits, 
and modes of thought, that, at least, the minuter differ- 
ences can be discerned. By such a person, however, if 
the theory be a just one, a tour through Scotland may 
be regarded, not merely as a joiiniey through various 
places, but also as an extended existence through differ- 
ent ages. 

' Each situation in life, regarded as a point of ob- 
servation, has advantages peculiar to itseff, by command- 
ing a view of certain objects which cannot be so happily 
studied from any other point ; but the situations of the 
middle and higher classes of society have been so re- 
peatedly occupied by skilful observers, that their fields 
of view present not a single object which has not already 
been examined and described. This is not yet the case 
with the lower points of observation. The gentlemoD 
philosopher who writes upon character will, if he desires 
to attain originality, have, perhaps, to become a mere 
theorist, or to set himself to unfold hidden principles 
and motives ; but how different would the case be with 
a philosophical gipsy, could we imagine such a person. 
His range of obsen'ation, however contracted, would 
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perfectly new ; and to attain originality he would have 
only to describe. I reckon that one of the advantages 
of my place in society (it would require to have some, 
for the disadvantages incident to it are somewhat immer- 
ous), that it conmiaiuls a wide and diversified prospect 
of the latter description. 

' Tliis part of the coimtry contains a rich and as yet 
unexplored mine of tradition ; but some of the stories 
are of too wild and fantastic a character for furuisliing a 
suitable basis for a prose tale ; and the great bulk of 
them, though they might prove interesting when wrought 
up together, are too simple and too naked of both detail 
and description to stand alone. They resemble some of 
the minuter flowers, that scarcely appear beautiful until 
bound up in a nosegay. 

* Conversation to me proves generally an imperfect 
medimn for the conveyance of thought ; and I expressed 
myself rather loosely in what I said when in your com- 
pany in Cromarty regarding the assistance which, in 
detailing these traditions, my memory derives from my 
imagination, Imagination frequently assists me in giving 
a something like life to narratives which were before 
dead. It draws landscapes, too, around the figures to 
which tradition has introduced me, and sometimes furn- 
ishes these figiu^ with the language of dialogue. This, 
however, was not at all what I at that time had meant 
to state ; but I may, perhaps, be more happy in convey- 
ing my meaning by the pen. The faculty of my mind 
which was first developed was imagination, and the de- 
velopment was neither partial nor gradual. Before I 
had attained my fifth year I had become the inhabitant 
of two distinct worlds, the true and the ideal ; and the 
images of the latter appeared to me scarcely less tangible 
or less clearly defined than those of the former. 
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mind presented me with a vivid picture of every incident 
of wliicb I was told. This facidty was productive, in 
some instances, of consequencea of a rather hidicrous 
cast. As early as the period referred to I was one day 
sitting beside my mother, listening with great attention 
to a recital with wliich she was entertaining a neighliour 
of some of the circumstances connected with my birth, 
— such as a singidar dream my father had concerning 
me, an unusual conformation of head which the midwife 
observed in me, and which she deemed indicative of 
idiotism, and the details of the christening. According 
to custom, my imagiuation presented me at the time 
with pictures of all I heard described. Well, about 
eighteen years after, by one of those sudden freaks of 
memory which are not very easily explained, even on the 
associative principle, these pictiu-es were again brought 
before me ; and, as I did not at first remember anything 
of the narrative which had produced them, sadly was I 
puzzled to account for the recollection. And, after 
thinking on the subject for a few days, I had a narrow 
escape from becoming one of the most singular of meta- 
physicians, by beiug enabled to unravel the whole cir- 
cumstances of the matter as related. I have also two 
several recollections of spectres, which would render me 
a firm believer in apparitions, could I not account for 
them in this way, as the creatures of an imagination 
which had attained an unusual and even morbid strength 
at a time when the other mental faculties were scarcely 
at all unfolded.' 



TO Mil CARRCTUERS. 

' Cromartj-, Oct. 22, 1833. 



' The last of Mr Russel's scholars, unfortun- 
ately for your request, died last year. But I dare say I 
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shall be able, notwithstanding, to furnish you with as 
much information regarding hira as joiir fi-iend, Mr 
Cunningham, may choose to avail himself of. Do not, 
however, I pray you, insert any of it in yoiu- paper, 

' It ia now somewhat more than seventy years since 
John Rusael, a native, as I have heard, of Moray, and at 
that tune a prol)ationer of divinity, was appointed to the 
parish school of Cromarty. He was a large, robust, 
dark-complexioned man, impcrtiirbubly grave, and with 
a sullen expression seated in the deep folds of his fore- 
head, that boded the m-chins of the place little good. 
And in a few months he had acquired for himself the 
character of being by far the most rigid disciplinarian 
in the county. He was, I believe, a good, conscientious 
man, but unfortunate in a harsh and violent temper, and 
in sometimes mistaking the dictates of that temper for 
those of duty. Never, certainly, was schoolmaster more 
feared and hated by his pupils ; and with fear and hatred 
did many of them continue to regard him long after 
they had become men and women. I have heard of a 
lady who, unexpectedly seeing him, many years after she 
had quitted his school, in the pulpit of one of the south 
country churches, was so overcome by sndden terror, that 
she fainted away ; and of another of his scholars, named 
M'Glasher, who, on returning home to Cromarty from 
some of the colonies, a robust fellow of six feet, solaced 
himself by the way with thoughts of the hearty drubbing 
with which he was to clear off all his old scores with 
the dominie. But ere his retiu'n the dominie had 
quitted the parish. There was a poor boy named Skin- 
ner among Russel's scholars who, as was customary in 
Scottish schools of the period, blew the horn for gather- 
ing the pupds, and kept both the catalogue and the 
key J and who in return was educated by the master 
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and received some little gratuity from the boys besides. 
Unluckily, on oue occasiou the key dropped out of his 
pocket ; and when school time came, the irascible do- 
minie had to bui-st open the door with his foot. lie 
raged at the boy with a fury so insane, and beat him with 
such relentless severity, that the other boya, plucking up 
heart in the extremity of the case, rose on him in a mass, 
and tore the poor fellow out of his hands. And such, it 
is said, was the impression made on the mind of the 
latter that, though he quitted tlie school shortly after 
and plied the profession of a fishtu-maii, mitil he died, 
au old man, he was never seen, iu all his life from that 
day, disengaged for a single moment without melan- 
cholily thrusting his hand into the key pocket. One 
other anecdote illustrative of Mr llussel's temper. He 
was passing along the streets of Cromarty on a coarse 
wintry day some seventy years ago, with his head lialf 
buried in his breast, for the day was one of wind and 
rain from the sea, when he came violently in contact with 
a thatcher's ladder which had been left sloping from the 
roof of one of the houses, half-way across the street. 
A much less matter would have been sufficient to awaken 
the wrath of Russel. He sprung at the ladder with the 
ferocity of a tiger, and, dashing it down on the pave- 
ment, broke with his powerful fist every one of the steps 
before he quilted it. He was schoolmaster in Cromarty 
for about twelve years, and for at least the last six of 
these was not a httle popular as a preacher. His manner 
was strong and energetic ; and the natiu^l severity of 
his temper seems to have been more than genius to him 
when expatiating, which he did often, on the miseries of 
the wicked in a future state. I have seen one of the 
sermons in print ; it is a controversial one, written in a 
bold, rough style, and by no means very iuferior as a 
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piece of argument ; but he was evidentlT a person ratber 
to be listened to than read. He was quite as rigid in 
church matteis, it is said, as in those at the school, but 
with no verj' marked success. He contriTed to flc^ 
some of his boys into very tolerable scholais ; but though 
he set himself in Cromarty so much against the practice 
of Sabbath walking, that he used to lake his stand 
every Sunday evening in one of the avenues which leads 
from the town, and turn back the walkers by the shoul- 
ders, after he had lirst shaken them by the breast, the 
practice, out of the sheer wTongheadedness of the people, 
became more popular than before. He was called from 
the school of Cromarty to a chapel of ease in Kilmaniock, 
and there came in contact with Bums. I do not know 
that he is the hero of the " Calf," but he cuts a rare 
figure in the " Holy Pair " (see stanzas 21 and 22), in 
the " Ordination " (see stanzas 2 and 13), in the " Kirk's 
Alarm" (see stanza 5), and in the "Twa Herds," one of 
whom (see stanza 3) was the wordy Riissel. The poet 
must have regarded the rugged preacher of the north as 
no common antagonist ; for against none of all his other 
clerical opponents has be opened so powerful a battery. 

' I have an uncle in Cromarty, now an elderly man, 
who, when residing in Glasgow in the year 1793, walked 
about ten miles into the country, to attend a sacrament 
at which the learned Mr Uussel was to officiate ; and 
wliifih proved to be quite such a one as Bimis has de- 
scribed in his " Holy Fair." There were excellent 
sermons to be heard from the tent, and excellent drink 
to be had in an alehouse scarcely a hundi-ed yards away ; 
and between the tent and the alehonse were the people 
divided according to their tastes and chararters. A 
young man preached in the early part of the day ; his 
discourse was a long one, and ere it bad come to a close 
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iie mirth of the neighbouring topers, whicli became 
'■ louder the more deeply they drank, had begun to annoy 
the congregation. Mr Russel waa standing beaide the 
tent. At every fresh burst of sound he would raise him- 
self on tiptoe, look first with a jjortentous expression of 
»coimtenance towarda the alelioiise, and then nt the clergy- 
man, who, at length concluding his part of the service, 
yielded him his place. He laid aside the book, and, 
without psalm or prayer, or any of the usual prelimin- 
aries, launched at once into a powerful extempore address 
directed over the heads of the people at the alehouse. 
My uncle has often assiu-ed me he never in his life heard 

^an^■thing half so energetic. His ears absolutely tingled, 
as the preacher thundered out, in a voice almost super- 
human, his solemn and terrible denunciations. Every 
sound of revelry ceased in a moment ; and the bac- 
chanals, half-dnmk, as most of them were, were so 
thoroughly cowed as to be fain to steal out through a 
back window. Mr Russel, before his death, which took 
place about twenty years ago, was one of tlie ministers 
of Stirling, A Cromarty man, a soldier in a trighland 
regiment, when stationed in the castle of Ihat place, had 
got involved one day in some street quarrel, and was 
swearing furiously, when a tali, gaiuit old man in black 
came and pulled him out of the crowd. " Wretched 
creature that ye are," said the old man ; " come along 
with me." He drew him into a (|uiet comer, and began 
to expostulate with hun on his profanity in a style, to 
which the soldier, an intelligent, though by no means a 
steady man, could not but listen. Mr Russel, for it w&s 
no other than he, seemed much plea-ied with the atten- 
tion he paid him ; and. on learning where he had come 
from, and the name of his parents, exclaimed, with much 
feeling, " Waes me that yom father's sou should be a 
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blackguard soldier on the street of Stirling ! But come 
awa'." He brought bun home with him, and added to 
the mucli gooil advice he had given biin an excellent 
dinner. The temper of the preacher seems to have soft- 
ened a good deal as he became old, and lie grew much 
a favourite with the more serious part of liis congrega- 
tion. He was, I doubt not, with all bis defects of 
temper, an honest, pious man ; and bad he lived in the 
days of Rennick and Cargill, or a centiiry earlier, in the 
days of Knox and Wishart, be might have been a useful 
one. But be was unlucky in the age in which he lived, 
in his temper, and in coming in contact mth as hard- 
headed people as himself,' 
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* Cromarty, May 29, 1B36. 

' On Monday, the 24th instant, a Cromarty boat, 
which had gone with the passengers from Invergordon 
to Wick, left the latter port on her return, about five 
o'clock in the evening. The crew consisted of three sea- 
men, two of whom were brothers ; and there were also 
on board a native of Tain, John Ross, who Ijad taken 
his passage with them to Cromarty, together with his 
wife and six cliildren ; in all, eleven persons. There was 
a bght breeze from the nortli, accompanied by a moder- 
ate swell, and with both sails stretched to the mast-head, 
the boat swept for about five hours at an easy rate aloi^ 
the shore. At ten o'clock she was nearly opposite the 
Castle of Dunbeath. About this time Alexander Skinner, 
now the sole survivor of the eleven, became drowsy, and, 
quitting the stern of the boat, where the helmsman (An- 
drew Johnston) and the passengers were, he went ahead 
of the mainsail, and lay down to sleep. His last recol- 
lection of this period is, that the helmsman and 
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A BOAT ACCWEST. 

were engaged in conversation. He was awakened abou( 
an hour after by a tremendous shock, and a huge wav< 
which broke over him. On starting up, he ascertnined 
that the boat had run upon a ledge of rock, detached 
from the shore, which was to be seen through the dim 
twilight about thirty yards distant. The scene that fol- 
lows baffles description. The boat himg fast by the 
midships; a heavy aeu was tumbling round her, and 
breaking over her ; the children were screaming, and. 
the boatmen shouting for assistance. A pinnacle of the 
ledge was only partially covered by the surf, and, as it 
promised for at least a few minutes a less precarious 
lodgment than that which the boat afforded,— for she 
now began to break up, — the crew and the passengers 
removed to it. Alas ! the tide was rising ; and, melan- 
choly to relate, in about half an hour some of the children 
were washed away by the surf. One of the boatmen, 
David Johnston, could swim a bttle ; and, stripping off 
his clothes, he leaped into the water, and reached the 
shore. The sm^'ivor (Skinner), though he could not 
swim, sprang after him, and his struggling, assisted by 
the heave of the sea, brought him into shallow water, 
where he found footing. The boatman who had fii 
reached the land, recognizing amid the heart-rending] 
cries of the sufferers on the rock, tlto voice of his bi 
ther, returned to his assistance ; but, in the attempt 
bring him ashore, the latter was drowned ; and he him- 
self was so exhausted with fatigue and cold, that ho ex- 
pired in the fields, into which he had gone after hia 
second landing, in quest of shelter and assistance. Skin- 
ner pressed onwards, and came up to an inhabited 
house ; but the inmates, deeming him some deranget" 
person, — an opinion which it is probable his state 
mind at the time abnost justified, — denied him admit 
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stratifietl clay, containing nodules of a calcareous stone, 
prettily variegated with red and yellow. From the 
breccia to the bed of sandstone nearest the town, there 
is rather more than a hundred yai'ds ; and, from the 
almost vertical position of the strata, we have merely to 
pass along their edges to gain an acquaintance with 
them, which could only be ac(|iiired, were their position 
horizontal, by sinking a shaft nearly a hundred yards in 
depth. I used to conceive of this advantage by the ease 
I found in running my eye over books, arranged on the 
shelves of a library, contrasted with the trouble 1 had in 
taking them up one after one when they were packed m 
a chest. 

' For several hundred yards nearer the tovm, the 
beach is so covered with shuigle and stones, that we see 
no more of the strata till we reach a small bay, only a 
very little beyond the bounds of the borough, where we 
iind beds of a stratified, greyish claystone, lying, as 
nearly as cim be judged from their broken state, in an 
angle of about twenty with the horizon. From the 
extent of nearly vertical strata which intervene be- 
tween them and the granite rock, and their comparatively 
slight incUiiation from the horizontal, 1 was led to think 
that they must originally have occupied a very superior 
place, and that their situation, with regard to the open- 
ing between the Sutors, must have preserved Ihera from 
the derangement of the other strata. Under these im- 
pressions, I have of late examined them very minntfily. 
As nearly a.s I can judge from the little of them which 
appears above the sand, they are separated from each 
other by thin bands, of a grejish indurated sandstone, 
and thickly interspersed by flattenc{l nodules of an el- 
liptical or circular form. On breaking these nodules 
across. I found them to be composed of cither an imper- 
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feet limestone, or indurated clay ; and saw that in the 
centre of each there was a broken line of deep black, in 
the direction of which they separated more easily than 
in any other. I have split up several hundreds of them, 
in the expectation of identihing their contents with the 
remains at Eathie, but they seem to belong to a formation 
altogether diflPerent. I find none of the chambered uni- 
valves, no bivalves, no belemnites, but abimdance of 
fish ; some scaled like the haddock, some roughened like 
the dog-fish, or shark. Some of the nodules are sprinkled 
over with small irr^ular patches, somewhat resembling 
scales ; in others there are confused masses of a bitumin- 
ous-looking substance. In some, unmixed with the 
scales, I can trace what seem to have been the bones of 
fish ; in others, what appears to have been wood ; and 
in one specimen, which I unfortimately s{K)iIed in the 
breaking, there were the remains of what seemed to 
have been a toad, or fix)g. I have kept for you foiu* of 
the best specimens I could find, and shall send them 
when I have procured a few more for you fix)m the IkmIs 
at Eathie. Owing to the prevalence of sand and clay in 
the nodules, the remains are very imperfect ; they seem, 
too, to have been subjected to great pressure. I find 
that the purer the limestone, the more entire the shells, 
or fish, which it contains. But I am afraid you will 
deem all this mere tediousness. The entire province of 
geology is a terra incognita to me, and I do not know 
whether I am now describing to you a part of it with 
which every geologist is acquainted, or a part known to 
only myself.' 

END OF VOL. I. 
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